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Headmistress’  Message 


The  Dream 


It  all  begins  with  a  dream 
A  vision  of  the  world  that  could  be  - 

Sixty  young  voices  of  the  Trillium  Choir  inaugurated  the  new  cathedral-like  music  room  with  this  song,  nearly 
a  year  ago.  They,  the  graduating  classes  of  '99  and  2000,  were  the  first  to  use  the  new  pavilion,  and  they  sang  as  they 
rarely  had  in  the  cramped,  airless  chamber  we  used  to  call  a  music  room.  They  knew  that  the  words  of  their  song  fitted 
exactly  the  occasion,  that  the  glorious  room  where  they  were  singing,  the  up-to-the-minute  labs  below  them,  the 
spacious,  elegant  library,  are  all  the  result  of  a  dream,  of  a  vision  of  the  school  that  could  be. 

Seventy-nine  years  ago,  Margaret  Gascoigne  had  a  dream,  and  The  Study  was  born.  Thirty-four  years  ago, 
another  dream  came  true  with  the  move  to  Braeside  Place.  And  now  our  dream  has  come  true,  our  dream  of  The  Study 
in  the  twenty-first  century,  realized  because  of  the  strength  of  our  roots  in  tradition  as  much  as  our  confidence  in  the 
future. 

The  girls  of  the  Class  of  '94,  whose  Yearbook  this  is,  are  the  first  to  graduate  from  our  new  building,  the  first 
to  benefit  from  the  faith  of  our  'dreamers'. 

Congratulations  to  them.  Let  their  dreams  be  realized  as  The  Study's  dreams  have  been. 

-  Eve  Marshall 
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Junior  and  Middle  School  Staff 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Ms.  Kirkpatrick,  Mrs.  Phillips,  Mrs.  Balfour,  Mrs.  Lincoln. 
Front  Row:  Mrs.  Vivian,  Mme  Thibault,  Mme  Roy. 


Teacher's  Worst  Nightmare: 

Ms.  Kirkpatrick:  Inside  lunch  duty. 

Mrs.  Lincoln:  Finding  out  we  have  to  use  the  Kindergar¬ 
ten  washrooms. 

Ms.  Pappius:  Finding  out  that  The  Study  has  become  ALL 

Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Joanne  Arsenault,  Kareen 
Finley,  Louise  Patry, 

Front  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Phillipa  Vikander,  Barbara 
Pappius,  Gillian  Allan,  Therese  Proulx,  Marlene 
Getty,  Sophie  Glorieux. 


BOYS! 

Mrs.  Phillips:  If  a  "library  monster"  invaded  my  picture 
books. 

Mme.  Roy:  Un  jour  de  pluie. 

Mme.  Thibault:  Recreation  dans  la  classe. 


Kindergarten 


Back  row  (Left  to  Right):  Olivia  Hershorn,  Claudia  Lazaro-Lopez,  Jaclyn  Ting,  Rebecca  Lazar,  Judy  Nguyen, 
Sophine  Johnson,  Mrs.  Vikander.  Mile.  Glorieux. 

Middle  row:  Sabrina  Ali,  Sophie  Letzelter,  Alexandra  Wyszkowska,  Frances  Reid,  Maria-Cristina  Grassi,  Jessie 
Tam. 

Front  row:  Catherine  Mcpherson,  Ah-Man  Hung,  Serena  O'Keefe,  Costadina  Mavros,  Tamara  Pokrupa-Nahanni. 


If  you  were  the  Kindergarten  teacher,  what  would  you  do  with  your  students? 


Judy:  Bring  out  the  counting  frog. 

Sabrina:  Read  books  to  the  children. 

Maria-Cristina:  Tell  them  to  clean  up  at  tidy-up  time. 
Alexandra:  Pick  the  leader  and  helper  of  the  day. 
Rebecca:  Read  a  book  to  them. 

Claudia:  Paint  with  them. 

Frances:  Show  them  Isabelle  (class  beaver  puppet) 
Ah-Man:  Read  a  book. 

Sophie:  Say  who  could  be  in  the  home  center. 

Serena:  Do  some  art  work. 

Olivia:  Do  the  calendar. 

Catherine:  Tell  them  to  put  their  Thanksgiving  pictures 
in  the  pumpkin  patch. 

Sophine:  Let  them  do  art  work. 

Costadina:  Do  the  calendar. 


Tamara:  Tell  them  to  treat  Isabella  like  a  real  beaver. 
Jaclyn:  Do  the  counting  frog. 
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Grade  One 


Back  row  (Left  to  Right):  Mile.  Glorieux,  Mrs.  Allan. 

Third  row:  Paulina  valdes-Manzanedo,  Andrea  Finkelstein,  Jessica  Li-On  Wing,  Irene  Mantis,  Marie  Nakhleh, 
Candice  Roscoe  Rumjahn. 

Second  row:  Keely  Tateossian,  Frederique  Simon,  Erin  Donivan,  Stephanie  Elian,  Leila  Amiri,  Carol  Taing,  Megan 
Mitchell,  Megan  Peters. 

Front  row:  Amanda  Apostolatis,  Daina  Antikacioglu,  Sherman  Hung,  Livia  Dayan,  Allyson  Chelly,  Monica  Chan, 
Kimberly  Gueverra-Hamilton. 

Si  j'etais  la  directrice  les  le  annees  auraient: 


Leila:  Une  plus  grande  ecole. 

Daina:  La  possibility  de  grandir  plus  vite. 
Amanda:  Une  classe  encore  plus  petite. 

Monica:  Une  ecole  pour  elles  seulement. 

Allyson:  Le  droit  de  se  maquiller. 

Livia:  Plus  de  temps  pour  travailler. 

Erin:  Un  tableau  par  eleve. 

Sara-Louise:  Beaucoup  de  conges. 

Stephanie:  Des  vacances  plus  longues. 

Andrea:  Une  belle  classe  comme  la  maternelle. 
Kimberly:  La  possibility  de  regarder  la  television. 


Sherman:  La  chance  de  jouer  plus. 

Jessica:  Une  ecole  sans  construction. 

Megan:  Une  ecole  avec  seulement  avec  des  filles. 
Marie:  La  possibility  de  colorier  tout  le  temps. 
Meagan  P:  Plus  de  temps  pour  jouer. 

Candice:  Encore  plus  de  filles  en  le  annee. 
Frederique:  Une  classe  plus  grande. 

Carol:  La  possibility  de  jouer  beaucoup  plus. 
Keely:  Beaucoup  de  jeux  dans  la  classe. 

Paulina:  Un  tres  grand  gymnase. 

Jessy:  Une  ecole  plus  petite. 
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Grade  Two 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mme  Proulx,  Mrs.  Finley,  Shadia  El  Dardiry,  Kimberlee  Diamond,  Maya  Nitzan, 
Stephanie  Malouf,  Josephine  Esposito,  Gillian  Dunn,  Anastasia  Lee. 

Third  Row: Angie  Ip,  Tatiana  Lazaro-Lopez,  Araxi  Markarian,  Angelia  Mantis,  Suzanna  Lee. 

Second  Rowdsabel  Valenta,  Eva  Leung,Tracina  Potenza,  CarolynTCo,  Maria  Giagkos,  Krista  Walsh,  Bei  Er  Ko, 
Heather  Coffey. 

Front  Row: Anne-Marie  Mekhael,  Linda  Aleksanyan,  Megan  Shapiro,  Nancy  Townsend,  Amanda  Stein,  Allison 
Yung. 


Que  veux  -tu  fair e  quand  tu  seras  grande? 
Groupe  A: 

Bei  Er:  une  princesse. 

Eva:  une  professeur  de  patin. 

Isabel:  une  professeur. 

Tracina:  une  actrice. 

Linda:  une  professeur  de  natation. 
Krista:  une  professeur  de  ballet. 
Stephanie:  une  professeur  de  tennis. 
Allison:  une  artiste  peintre. 

Angie:  une  professeur  de  ballet. 
Shadia:  une  docteur. 

Angelia:  une  professeur. 

Megan:  une  professeur  de  tennis. 


Groupe  B: 

Tatania:  une  professeur. 
Josephine:  une  professeur. 
Anastasia:  une  docteur. 

Carolyn:  une  veterinaire. 
Anne-Marie:  une  professeur. 
Nancy:  une  verennaire. 

Heather:  une  fermiere 
Gillian:  une  veterinaire. 

Suzanna:  une  professeur  de  ballet. 
Maria:  une  actrice. 

Alexis:  une  actrice. 

Kimberlee:  une  pianiste. 
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Grade  Three 


Back  Row(Left  to  Right):  Mrs.  Pappius,  Mme.  Patry,  Dana  Goldman,  Leticia  Kuyumciyan,  Heather  Townsend,  Neelu 
Shanker,  Reem  Tantawi,  France  Seguret,  Erica  Leibner,  Eliette  Nuyens. 

Third  Row:  Sarah  Cheng,  Edlyn  Wu,  Elizabeth  Campbell,  Olivia  Catchlove,  Angela  Yung,  Nadia  Hammouda,  Kelly 
Diamond,  Mona  Bosnakyan. 

Second  Row:  Sarah  Tschudin,  Ashley  Fisher,  Janie  Desroches,  Stacey  Gould,  Kate  Fletcher,  Stephanie  Kyres,  Nadege 
Roscoe-Rumjahn,  Jillian  Forsythe. 

Front  Row:  Christina  Phan,  Tyla  Shaulov,  Corinna  Brussel,  Vanessa  Remy-Root,  Jessica  Echenberg,  Maia 
Giesbrecht,Aisha  Khan. 


Good 

^Radical 

Amusing 

^Divided  into  groups 
Extraordinary 

Terrific 

Highest  in  Junior  School 

liespectful 

Excellent 

Exciting 


BExcellente 

Magnifique 

Extraordinaire 

Accueillante 
M  on-violente 
M  ovatrice 
Energique 
Ecologique 
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Grade  Four 


Back  Kow(Left  to  Right):  Alana  Dligacz,  Alexa  Barwick,  Vanessa  Larocque,  Stephanie  Carson,  Jessica  Potenza, 
Mrs.  Lincoln,  Mme.Thibault. 

Third  Row:Karen  O'Keefe,  Lindsey  Govan,  Sarah  Shapiro,  Alexis  Fisher,  Karen  Bosnakyan,Dana  Frankel. 
Second  Row:  Jessica  Stein,  Cora  Dean,  Adrienne  Wolf)  Nathalie  Doumet,  Diana  Sinclair. 

Front  Row:  Cora  Butler-Kim,  Jayme  Tryanskv,  Manna  Chan. 


If  each  of  us  ivas  not  a  student,  we  would  he... 


Alexa:  a  sleep  specialist 

Karen:  a  pianist 

Cora  B.:  a  martian  from  Mars 

Stephanie:  mv  teacher's  nurse  (when  she  she's  old  &  grey) 
Kit  Man:  an  illustrator 
Cora  D.:  Dracula 

Alana:  a  contestant  on  a  game  show 

Nathalia:  a  magician 

Alexis:  a  veterinarian 

Dana:  a  teacher 

Lindsey:  Mrs.  Lincoln 

Clara:  a  karate  expert 

Vanessa:  a  unicorn 

Karen:  a  playwright 

Jessica:  a  multi-coloured  jazz  dancer 

Nadia:  Absent 

Sarah:  a  N.H.L.  player 


Diana:  an  expert  skier 
Jessica:  a  horse 
Jayme:  an  actress 
Adrienne:  a  cat 
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Grade  Five 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mrs.  Phillips,  Mme.  Roy,  Jennifer  Kyle,  Stephanie  Bambara,  Kim  Chackal,  Orly 
Shapira,  Gul  Jan  Sherwani,  Majdala  Geoffrion,  Lily  Vennor. 

Third  Row:  Nathalie  Nguyen,  Maya  Kurowski,  Kamalina  Srikant,  Julia  Burnier,  Julia  O'Keefe,  Tamar  Gurunlian, 
Laura  Marcus,  Lindsay  Rosenthal,  Shannon  Smith. 

Second  Row:  Janice  Yip,  Kristin  Johnston,  Lauren  Goldman,  Holly  Fagan,  Meera-Ann  Harper,  Athena  Tzotzis, 
Sarah  Amy  Bishop,  Anya  Taraboulsy. 

Front  Row:  Emilie  Nuyens,  Jessica  Colin-Durand,  Karen  Lo,  Astrid  Coyle,  Sissi  Seguret-Mansour,  Christine 
Kostiuk,  Marlene  Ay  as. 


Surnom-Nickname 

5A 

Marlene:  Bestiole-mosquito 
Stephanie:  Ben  la!  la!-  Ben  la!  la! 

Sarah:  Woof-  Wouf 

Julia  B.:  The  Brazilian  Nut-  La  noix  bresilienne 
Kim:  Kimania 

Astrid:  Golden  nugget-  Pepite  d'or 

Holly:  Mini  Mini 

Lauren:  Alyson 

Meera:  Miracle 

Kristin  J.:  (^a  va  mal 

Laura:  Frisette-  Curly  Top 

Julia  O.:  Jewels-  Bijoux 

Sissi:  Rat  de  bibliotheque-  Book  worm 

Kamalina:  Super  requin-  Super  shark 

Lily:  Sucrerie-  Sweet  stuff 


5B 

Jessica:  Cavaliere-  horsy 

Majdala:  fofolle-  fofolle 

Tamar:  T  pour  tomber-  F  for  falling 

Kristen  K.:  Beanie 

Maya:  Maya  the  bee-  Maya  1'abeille 

Jennifer:  The  Wild  Road  Runner-  La  Comete  Blonde 

Karen:  Tiny-  Petite 

Nathalie:  nat-nat-nat — nat-nat-nat 

Emilie:  M&M-  M&M 

Lindsay:  Lisa  Frank 

Orly:  Oreo  cookie-  Bisciut  oreo 

Gul  Jan:  Gurtrude-  Gertrude 

Shannon:  Blondie-  Blonde 

Anya:  Mortemer  Equabod 

Athena:  T  deux  troubles 

Janice:  Little  musician-  Petite  musicienne 
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Grade  Six 


Back  row  (Left  to  Right):  Tania  Antoniadis,  Birgit  Devroye,  Emma  McLaren,  Aleta  Brott,  Daisy  Giagkos,  Kaitlvn 
Riordon,  Stephanie  Dunn,  Ms.  Kirkpatrick. 

Third  Row:  Cindy  Chee,  Claudia  Gorenko,  Delbina  Potenza,  Nina  Ghais,  Melinda  Heijl,  Jenny  Gold,  Pinar 
Buyukkurt,  Isabel  Chan. 

Second  Row:  Isabelle  Faure,  Miriam  McLeod,  Jane  Potapova,  Katie  Regan,  Sara  Kreil,  Jessica  Tryanskv. 

Front  Row:  Sam  Cleyn,  Cheryl  Meriales,  Celine  Nahanni,  Jennifer  Errunza,  Xing  Zeng. 


Aivardsfor... 

essica:  Being  the  best  singer, 
sabelle:  Having  Eaure  eves. 

Jennifer:  Having  the  lightest  coloured  tunic 
Daisy:  Having  the  longest  nails  in  class. 
Samantha:  Loving  horses. 

Katie:  Being  the  queen  of  cupcakes. 

Celina:  Loving  rodents. 

Jenny:  Loving  dogs. 

Isabel:  Reading  the  most  war  books. 

Jane:  Speaking  clearly. 

Aleta:  Being  very7  likeable. 

Cindy:  Having  the  biggest  smile. 

Miriam:  Being  the  most  hockey-crazy. 


Brigit:  Being  the  most  gentle  with  animals. 

Claudia:  Being  the  most  cheerful-tearful  person. 
Kaitlvn:  Being  the  person  who  knows  the  most  about 
baseball. 

Sara:  Being  the  most  peaceful  person,  (not!) 
Stephanie:  Caring  for  cats. 

Cheryl:  Being  the  most  generous  food  donor. 

Tania:  Being  the  first  person  to  be  brave  with  braces. 
Pinar:  The  fastest  reader. 

Nina:  Being  the  person  with  the  most  hats. 

Xing:  Surviving  grade  six. 

Delbina:  Being  trie  best  in  sports. 

Melinda:  Being  the  best  skater. 

Emma:  Wearing  the  most  jewelry- 
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Senior  School  Teachers 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mme.  Jothy,  Mrs.  Milligan,  Ms.  Edwards,  Mme.  Charpentier,  Mr.  Christiani,  Mrs.  Ewing, 
Ms.  Fry. 

Third  Row:  Mme.  Beaudoin,  Mrs.  Ronsley,  Mrs.  Marshall,  Ms.  Reingewirtz,  Mrs.  Fung. 

Second  Row:  Ms.  Franks,  Ms.  Giuliani,  Mrs.  Shuster,  Ms.  Loughlin,  Mr.  Hamilton. 

Front  Row:  Mrs.  McCaffrey,  Frau  Sutherland,  Ms.  Nikidis,  Mr.  McCauley. 


Teacher's/ Administrator's  Worst  Nightmare: 

Mrs.  Balfour:  On  away  games — traffic  hold-ups,  no  referees,  no  balls,  neck  injuries! 
Mme.  Beaudoin:  "Je  siiis  fini."  "Je  suis  froid.  "Je  regarde  belle." 

Miss  Edwards:  Missing  attendance  slips. 

Mrs.  Ewing:  A  geography  room  without  a  balcony  door  or  windows. 

Mr.  Hamilton:  Running  out  of  students! 

Ms.  Loughlin:  Mea  raeda  in  fossa  haeret,  et  caupo  me  necare  vult! 

Mrs.  McArthur:  My  MacSchool  disappears  into  happy  heaven  of  computer-land! 
Mrs.  McCaffrey:  I've  lived  my  worst  nightmare — no  labs! 

Mr.  McCauley:  Power  failure. 

Mrs.  Milligan:  Having  to  listen  to  "The  Radio”  in  the  art  room. 

Ms.  Reingewirtz:  What  do  you  mean  "Seinfeld  doesn't  want  my  jokes"? 

Mrs.  Ronsley:  Whole  class  arrives  at  once  wearing  swim  suits! 

Mrs.  Shuster:  Having  no  overhead  pens. 

Frau  Sutherland:  Car  break-down  in  center  lane  of  Metropolitan  Blvd. 

Mrs.  Vivian:  Photocopier  breaks  down  five  minutes  before  class. 
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Secondary  One 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mrs.  Shuster,  Jessica  Deakin,  Andreanne  Morin,  Aimie  Minsky,  Laurel  Lighter- Young, 
Diana  Farr, Martha  Brown 

Third  Row:  Vanessa  Piccolo,  Cristina  Remond,  Rebecca  Lovell,  Jennifer  Pothitos,  Caroline  Fakhry,  Stephani  Jarry 
Second  Row:  Ildiko  Tokes,  Joanna  Herba,  Andrea  Heckler,  Marie  Khediguian,  Nidhi  Khanna,  Danya  Manchulenko 
Front  Row:  Sharon  Ho,  Jessica  Forsythe,  Rachel  Cytrynbaum,  Alysia  Meadings,  Elizabeth  Ostin 


The  first  one  in  our  class  to 
Martha:  replace  Mrs.  Vivian 

Joanna:  have  the  teachers  officially  change  her  name  to 
"Catherine  Herba's  sister" 

Laurel:  change  Adam  homosexual 
Rebecca:  cross  breed  a  horse  and  a  pig 
Vanessa:  own  Selwyn  House,  then  turn  it  co-ed 
Marie:  re-create  the  hippie  generation 
Cristina:  write  an  encyclopedia  single  handedly 
Andreanne:  become  a  GAP  model 
Danya:  say  "BOO!!"  to  the  president 

Nidhi:  I've  a  school  on  how  to  spray  people  with  fruit  cups 
Sharon:  run  as  Miss  Saigon 

Stephani:  make  a  made  for  T.V.  special  "What  I  Did  at 
My  Grand  Mothers  House  This  Week-End. 

Caroline:  name  her  kid  "modual" 

Jessica  F.:  give  her  shoes  to  "Mike" 

Elizabeth:  dance  herself  to  death 


Alysia:  turn  the  school  into  a  body  shop  factory 
Shivani:  join  the  NHL 

Andrea:  own  an  "Australian  Removable  Appliance 
store 

Jennifer:  own  a  hairbow  chain 

Jessica  D.:  correct  the  president 

Diana:  Find  a  cure  for  Leukemia 

Aimie:  kill  Kirk  Muller's  wife,  then  re-marry  him 

RachehTo  outgrow  everyone  in  the  class 

Ildiko:  become  a  famous  artist 
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Secondary  Two 


Back  row  (Left  to  Right):  Mme.  Beaudoin,  Stacey- Anne  Finkelberg-Keller,  Robyn  Yanofsky,  Katherine  Creamer,  Tina 
Fargnoli,  Guilia  El  Dardiry,  Sam  Hoffman,  Bana  Hamze. 

Middle  Row:  Valerie  Schoof,  Chloe  Barnabe,  Laura  Petty,  Nadia  Niro,  Amanda  Eaman,  Julia  Carbone,  Joanna  Mok, 
Beatrish  Pacher. 

Front  Row:  Kimry  Gravenor,  Rosemarie  Monge,  Heather  Ternoway,  Vivian  Lim,  Vanessa  Diaz  de  la  Serna. 

Absent:  Talia  Brott,  Nadine  Ellman,  Caroline  Marsden. 


Chloe:  Fight  for  gay  rights  man! 

Talia:  I  don't  know. 

iulia:  Fight  for  animal  rights! 

Catherine:  I'm  going  to  kill  my  brother! 
Vanessa:  Crunch  for  lunch. 

Amanda:  I'm  hungry  for  Kraft  Dinner! 
Giulia:  Back  in  Africa... 

Nadine:  Hollywood... 

Krystina:  Whatever! 

Stacey:  Dreamlover. 

Kimry:  Little  Kimry 
Bana:  Moo-moo! 

Samantha:  Are  you  going  to  eat  that? 
Vivian:  Oh  man! 


ioanna:  You're  so  dumb! 

Rosemarie:  Mike  Vitar 
Nadia:  But  hey!  Hi!  How  are  ya! 
Beatrish:  I  have  two  questions. 
Laura:  I'm  in  love  with  Patrick  Roy! 
Valerie:  I  like  my  coffee  crisp! 
Heather:  You  stupid  person! 

Robyn:  Are  you  hungry? 
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Secondary  Three 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Ms.  Fry,  Katie  Kostiuk,  Malika  Oberoi,  Allison  Cobrin,  Corinna  Groenendaal,  Patrizia 
Genoni,  Sarah  Coad,  Nicole  Dimyan. 

Middle  Row:  Deniz  Barki,  Adria  Minsky,  Andrea  Hucal,  Carrie  Czerwinski,  Barbara  Ciocca,  Bianca  Nolet. 

Front  Row:  Rachel  Cummings,  Merissa  Simonian,  Robyn  Kuczer,  Jasmine  Ezagui,  Shirley  Yoon. 


Can  you  imagine: 

Deniz  without  talking  in  class 

Barbara  without  being  skinny 

Sarah  without  a  smart  remark 

Allison  without  a  healthy  lunch 

Rachel  without  a  true  love 

Carrie  without  a  spelling  mistake 

Nicole  without  taking  everyone  so  seriously 

Jasmine  without  sound  effects 

Patrizia  without  saying  something  stupid 

Corinna  without  guys 

Andrea  without  shrieks 

Katie  without  her  blond  hair 

Robyn  without  worrying 

Adria  without  Rachel 

Bianca  without  nature 

Malika  without  sports 

Merissa  without  a  daily  trauma 


Shirley  without  Per 

Ms.  Fry  without  kicking  people  off  their  desks 

\ 
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Secondary  Four 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right):  Mrs.McCaffrey,  Rachel  McLeod,  Hilary  McGown,  Amira  El-Messidi,  Corinne  Nichilo, 
Jennifer  Therrien,  Nana  Kyei-Aboagye,  Gabrielle  LoRe 

Middle  Row:  Maha  El-Zoeri,  Rebecca  Naves,  Derev  Antikacioglu,  Sarah  McCans,  Sarah  Shennib,  Laura  Diaz  de  la 
Serna, 

Front  Row:  Kimberly  Johnston,  Francesca  Caruana,  Amanda  Skoda,  GeeMin(Corus)  Chan,  Tanya  No 


Most  likely  to.... 

Derev:  get  picked  up  at  a  pool  hall 
Fran:  buy  another  pair  of  shoes 
Corns:  own  a  tupperware  company 
Laura:  be  a  shrink 
Amira:  be  a  Muslim  nun 
Maha:  go  to  Japan  (not) 

Kim:marry  a  David  -  any  David 

Nana:  learn  sign  language 

Gabrielle:  sing  songs  nobody  has  ever  heard  of 

Sarah  Me:  to  be  tied  to  a  tree 

Hilary:  insult  someone 

Rachel:  be  a  talk  show  host 

Rebecca:  use  her  green  eyes 


Corinne:  write  a  soap  opera 
Tanya:  meet  her  husband  on  the  bus 
Sarah  S:  buy  Disneyland 
Amanda:  star  in  ah  nu  pa  ou  ow! 
Jenny:  be  found  at  the  Met 
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You  must  have  been  a 
Beautiful  Baby... 
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You  must  have  been  a 
t.  Beautiful  Child...  ^ 


Freya  Mackenzie  1992-1994 

Was  hatched  02/09/77(but  who  cares?)  Wasknownforherviolenthiccupsherundyingwishtoownaplaty 
pus  an  dformaNngharsheyecontactwithstr  angers  AMBtourc,  tick  tapfromitselfPhreyawasmadefrornconcentratelwilllnever 
forgetnorremembertheseyearsthosememoriessomestrangenightsorwhatlanguagelwasspeakingCan'tsleepGod'lleat 
meMustthankLeonardwhosemusicIlickmywoundsbyMattthegeniouscreatorwhoaddsrealitytomylifethatnamlesslibrayguy 
forwhommysearchwillneverendANISandtoallthelittlpeoplewherevertheymaybefoundallformakinglifebearable 
HerestoDylanGETBORNDIGYOURSELFHanginthereKFGNHD:bestrangeRedeyeDeadeyethatfacialtwitch 
suitsyouNiceCujo!FreindCujo!Freind!CPsohappybutsoconfusedwatchthoseeyebrowsThanxtoSM&BDwhotaught 
methewaysandhowtolaughRUstolemyheartEvi]=mc2DownwithgravityHoly"censored"!Amlthatoffbeat?HEEHAW! 
HailspasmicpenguinsLonglivetheFreaksthanxforkeepingmesaneTothoselbothloveandhateyou'reallbeautiful 
hopeyoufindhappiness  ALL  Y  OUIN  SAN  EBE! ! ! !  Don'  tdoany  thingl  woulddothefunneverstopsa  ttheStudy  W  arstoppityou 
makemenervousMayPeaceloveandcommunalllipbalmbeetemallLOVEYOUGRANOLAGIRLHarleysandMarleysforever 
TomyguardianangelUNOHOOURyoudwellsaftlyinmythoughtsByronl'llsomehowalwaysloveyouStudythanx 
forincludingmeinsomethingwonderfullalsowanttothankherself  Isurvived!  Jthanxforteachingmehowtofly 
CanIbiteyourface?If  yousuckmysoullwilllickyourfunkyemotionsman. 

Whatalongstrangetripitsbeen . Peacemom&dad,Loveuptothe  seventhsky.  Whyllaugh? 


Rena  Chung  1989-1994 

"I  sound  my  barbaric  yawp  over  the  rooftops  of  the  world. "After  my  first  day  at  The  Study, I  feared  I'd  never 
make  it  through  the  next  5  yrs,but  I  did.So,maybe  I'm  worrying  for  nothing,maybe  things  won't  be  so  bad. One 
thing  is  for  sure,I  only  made  it  through  these  5  yrs  because  of  great  friends&teachers&family.I  would  like  to 
thank  all  ofU4being  a  part  of  my  life&I  wantUto  know  thatUwill  always  be  a  part  of  me.  RK:From  Roslyn2The 
Study,from  Mtl2Fla,from  now2infinity-thanx4keeping  me  sane!YC:2much2say2  such  a  great  friend  but 
basically, thankU4beingU.EBS:I  loveU4all  the  love  U've  given  me  over  the  yrs-thanx  sis!  WOL89&92!  MG.Thank 
God4PEP&how  does  that  makeUfeel?SA:4Seasons,6th  floor,no  sleep-thanx4all  the  fun!TT:  Thanx4all  the 
movies!KL:UR  my  sunshine,my  only  sunshine-thanx4putting  up  with  me.LA:Your  dream  will  come  true 
lday, whether  U're  from  Paris  or  not-thanx4caring.AD:Ucan  call  me  chickabun  when-everUwant-loveU4all 
those  late-night  talks,don't  forget  me.MF:5yrs  of  ups&downs&through  it  all-I  loveU&  so  does 
Wilbur&Elvis!JJ:Movies,food&welcome2Ireland!We've  been  through  a  lot  together&it  will  never  be 
forgotten. Thanx41etting  me  partake  in  your  pecan  pie!OL:U've  been  a  part  of  me  since  the  1st  day  of  school.  All 
the  pain&happinessUfelt,I  felt&vice  versa. Thanx4beingmy  everything-seeUinl4yrs!RM:I  thinkU're 
beautiful!TS:We'll  always  have  the  Plains  of  Abraham!GL&NK-A:ThankUguys4making  me  laugh-check 
babies!  Take  care  next  vr-UguysRthe  best!Thanks2the  teachers  who  have  made  me  want21earn.Finally,Td 
like2thank  my  parents  who  have  always  been  my  inspiration  in  life&my  brother(akaBobo)  whom  I  love  very 
much, even  though  he  never  would  help  me  w/  my  homework! 


Lissa  Altschuler  1986-1994 

"You  thought  high  school  would  never  end".  Well  guys  this  is  it,  time  to  say  goodbye,  wish  I  knew  how. 
All  my  love  and  thanx  to  the  class  of  1994.  My  republican  and  democratic  friends,  pen  hairs,  pantylines, 
fisherman  from  N.F.LJ.J  beaver  lake.  R.C.,  my  friend  from  Paris,  who  got  no  sleep  that  night,  never  could  have 
gotten  through  it  without  you.  A.D&O.L,  thanx  for  your  help! Everyone,  your  living  on  the  edge,  (8)english, 
Deutsh,  nokes, where  does  peanut  butter  come  from?  99cent  coupon  day,  aunt  Mary,  crackers,  T.S.  pencilcase, 
tangerine  races, A. W.,  highway,  the  biG  N&J,S.  A.,D.D.,GII,  7:00,  moonlighting,  guilt,  busstop  chat,  videotaping, 
fun.. I  think  not!  D&J,N.Y.C.&R.L.,my  hero,  R.K.  I  rented  the  appartment.  Remember,  with  my  imagination  you 
will  get  there!  (play  it  again  Harry!) 

Luv,  Lissa 
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Karen  Natalie  Barnes  1988-1994 


“All  I  can  say  is  that  my  life  is  pretty  plain,  I  like  watching  the  puddles  gather  rain. "(happy  song)Its  been  6cr<. 
years  at  the  Study, now  we're  out  of  here!So  many  memriesibo  in  blendr,elmobug,Jim  Bob'n  Eve,thanxjean- 
Guyspam.SM,TS,RM:Sleepwalking/ talking-Bishops,7thsong  alwys  best!  Werewolf  judge  w/ 
GAVEL?Boxman,murky  killer(kirk),  vernon+ukelele,"Aw-ight  gurls,take  nokes" connected  upto  wall, 
karenkins,mini-mini,hepB  JJ:GOAT!flats  on  way  to  LBP,pte.  clair  lib,ching-ching-ching,  Stratford,fren. 
camp(ouzo),Que,Toronto,UCC,New  World(Dave),SM+AD:train  buddies,Lowfrench+Ter...Ptitbonhomme- 
suspendusurunerope,moo!  baalCul,  X(rpe)  "B4  U  slip  in2  uncnscsnss,can  I  hav  anthr  kiss?"(rewnd),  2B  or  not 
2B,  vortex,pigtails(STCUM),Bren-look  at  the  last  2  wordslBec-depanneur  inQue.MF:Ihad  a  bad  weeknd!  locker 
carvings,soccer  w/ apples,Rocky  und  Rockine,ifit  moves. .laminate  it!SCOTLAND  RULES!!  Ali:  w/ 
cone,birds,iceT,  meteors,MB:kemo-sabe,lst  can.frend.AA+JL:LCC  conf,  unfrgtble!AL:v-blindrk,delmontay, 
futobs,psycho,toe  cramp,sunial,  ro's,planamand,nnnl3,  stick  sprocket  dncing,RAIN!B.F.  I  culdask4. 
JL:munich,  Rawdon,"I  don't  hav  my  glasses  on!"longdstnce  luv,mike  shoe-fling!bad  memry-MS.  Never  lose 
touch  even  when  U  R  in  BC,bffe!SUE:30Q0mi  cant  seperate  us,tanx  4  being  there  forever!Mummy,Daddy+ 
Philip:thanx  4  everything.!  love  you  all.  Goodbye  and  Good  Luck  GRADS  '94,1'H  never  forgetyou. "Beautiful 
Friends,  I'll  never  look  into  your  eyes  again,this  is  the  end,  my  only  friend,  the  End. "The  Doors 


Alicia  Diaz  de  la  Serna  de  la  Fuente  1991-1994 

So  this  is  it  eh!So  many  things  good  and  bad  let  me  take  the  good  times  to  help  me  smile  and  the  bad  times  to 
make  me  strong. I  think  I  have  changed  this  write-up  about  5  times,  because  of  some  comments  made  to  it. I  just 
want  to  write  something  that  will  make  me  remember  and  laugh  or  cry. I  have  never  been  known  for  my  good 
memory  but  I  do  remember  some  of  my  first  time  experiences  in  Canada:La  Opera,U2  and  Genesis  concerts, 
Santropol,Felix  and  Nortons,Alexis  Nihon, short  piano  lessons,4braid  and  my  unforgettable  immortal  smiley 
face  in  everybody's  notebooks. Some  people  wanted  me  to  put  their  names  in  so  this  is  to  everyone  I  know: 
thankU  if  you  think  you  should  be  thanked,  but  if  you  think  you  were  a  pest,I  hope  I  never  see  you  again.  VIVA 
MEXICO!  Patria  madre  en  tus  brazos  creci.Supe  de  amor  y  de  desprecio,  de  soledad  y  de  amistad  pero  mas  que 
nada  aprendi  a  vivir.Laiza,mil  gracias  por  ser  mi  mejor  amiga  CHICABUN  T.S.AqueT.E.MyT.Q.M  siempre 
recordare:Candy,Snoopy,  Canelabun,Coralia,  el  sapo  cancionero,scouts,Mazatlan,Ixtapa,las  caminatas 
sexiwawa,fax,Lula...  papa,sin  ti,nunca  hubiera  salido  ni  de  kinder,mama  sin  ti  mis  blues  serian 
interminables(gracias  por  ser  tan  positivajLaura  y  Vane  las  quiero  mucho.Sin  mi  familia,NADA!los  quiero 
muchotote  a  todos,mil  gracias"Mexico  lindo  y  querido  si  muero  lejos  de  ti  que  digan  que  estoy  dormida  y  que 
me  traigan  a  ti,que  digan  que  estoy  dormida  y  que  me  traigan  a  ti,  Mexico  lindo  y  querido  si  muero  leeeejos  de 
ti" 


Myriam  (Mimi)  Caroline  Fredette  1982-1994 

je  me  souviens  de  ma  premiere  joumee  au  Study.cache  derriere  les  jambes  de  ma  mere.comme  si  elle  pouvait  me  proteger,  merci 
Ma(ton  poteau  de  vieillessejwe've  come  a  long  way  Becca-playing  under  big  tree&Mrs.Finley's  6  toes  2  dealing  w/  Ryne's 
philosophy,  jammin'  w  /  Frey  .philoso-phizing+rationalizing.the  meaning  of  life.complex  persons  crowded  in  toasty  lockerooms 
w/Tewie's  cul.spewing  out  facts+  nonescenses  about  leg  hairs.tous  trop  stresse,  essayant  d'evaluer  un  future  quasiment 
incontrollable.trying  to  write  something  meaningful  when  we  have  n’t  yet  defined  the  words.les  croupes  prennent  de 
l'importance.2  my  little  man:Vem,do  U  really  know  what  i  mean?about  the  pigmy's  in  my  head.yr  the  beast  cu tie, I'm  no  oink.do 
i  really  love  that  man?Mr.Bean  where  r  u  when  i  need  a  naked  man  to  laugh  at?i  had  rice  4  dinner  in  glass  houses  many  times,but 
its'  funky  at  the  solstice  jam.stop&try  to  change  the  ways  of  big  russian  guns.  Deep  thoughts  at  ALV  anHoutte  w  /  Jameela-t-  Rena; 
moka  coffee-induced  shaking  fits&how  to  eat  a  muffin.Jam's  men  w  /  o  meat+  Rena's  secret  lovers.Bo.put  my  hands  around  yr 
neck  u  put  yr  arms  around  me.can  i  kiss  yr  eyes?dig  holes&leam  to  climb  out.no  worries.others  will  dig  them  4  U.  broken  ank  for 
symbolism,  stones  that  can't  be  touched.souls  that  wonder&  concav-nesses  that  must  be  filled.  Freya:  from  yr  sister  angel  4  as  long 
as  i  am  needed,i  luv  U.eyE  tO  eYE  w  /  Byron,  we'll  always  have  our  dreams&desires  2  hold  on  2  when  all  else  fails.U  can  blame 
it  on  me.  Mr.  Mac,Cleo,  Ms.Loughlin,Mrs.Ewing&Ms.Fry's  oh  so  motivating  words  of  wisdom:  CENSORED:sucking  dead 
raccoons.frostingCROUPES.whynotmakelove?Mrs.Fry'soldmenwhorecite:"whenyrlooksfade&there'snothinginyrhead,no 
1  will  want  U"Freaks'94:try  2  fight  the  feeling  to  just  keep  walking... 
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Katherine  Gray  1991-1994 

It  feels  like  a  very  long  trip  that  has  lasted  3years.Highs+Lows.Droppingthings,  drinksjots  of  Gm's,and 
more. Breaking  in2  the  college.  Nutmeg,  it  don't  work  Saar.  Nicky's  party,mybreathingtechniques,Soini-Bar,we 
need  gum, oh  hi  daddy!  YorHorP,make  up  your  mind  ChristielLook  at  all  these  people,Subaru,  Smash.  Stratford 
'92, these  bushes  R  comfortable.  Bob  Marley=my  birthday. Flip  the  pepper  will  always  Bthere4us.  D.S.L  .My 
pupilslFreya  its  Cugo!Grab-A-Snack.  Dreads2  Blokes2Peppers.l0/10/92,GTI  Seb  Morin  Heights 
THUNDERSTRUCK.Jen  always  remember  the  Chris's,Seb,Gavin,Eyre,Hamish.  BlueDog  on  the  floor,ah  alio 
maman!  Freya,Baars  deadlno  its  just  the  choc,  cookies. Myriamlwhich  one's  my  car?Reading  Shakespeare  in 
english  class.  Whats  wrong  w/  his  glasses?shopping  in  the  Maison-A,ski-doo's,up  north,  4th  of  July  '93,J.L,my 
bed  squeeks.Bentleys,Brass,and  Bourbon,sweetl6,2  Many  Cooks. Showercaps+rugbums  in  Quebec.  Waterguns 
w/  bacardi.  Freya+Eyre4ever.Mushrooms  R  great  4U.Sessions  in  the  coloredroom.Jen  +  The  Chipmunks.Julie 
u'r  leading  a  triple  life:Toronto,St.Sauveur, Montreal,  Stan+Thelma  R  the  best,there  will  B  more. I  luv  U 
mom+dad,thanx  4  putting  up  w/  me. Don't  study  2  much, and  do  PARTY  HARD 


Ani  Carolyne  Gurunlian  1987-1994 

Through  all  this  I  have  survived,  there's  more  to  come  but  I'm  still  alive... 

Greetings  and  salutations  schoolmaties!-From  your  Latin  loving,  yearbook  adoring.  Cure/ Cole  Porter/U2/ 

Sting  /  Pearl  Jam  humming,  TOON  worshipping  (Darkwing  /  Petey  /  Bonkers  &  Lucky  /  Calvin  &  Hobbes  /  Homer- 
"DOH!!"  /Daffy  /Donald  /and  Goofy)  camera  happy,  frizzy-haired  overweight  freakish  Hysterical  Turkey  (I'm 
molting!  I'm  molting!)!!  Can't  believe  I'm  leaving  Had  fun  Learned  lots:  Gigolos  cut  heads  off  during  the  French  Rev., 

Orgasms  are  living  things,  Avocado's  number  is  one  Vole,  Shinnigans  are  4  leaf  clovers.  In  the  name  of  science!  Some 
days  have  bouncers  that  won't  let  you  in.  Some  days  you  wake  up  in  the  army  Some  days  if  s  the  enemy,  L.  and  I  never 
study  too  hard;Irish  lemo-ons/mike  poses  and  I  now  own  R.'s  soul  for  all  eternity;  Hope?  Nope!  My  adventures  w/S.: 
the  battle  of  binoculars,  first  name  basis  with  ice-skating  celebs-(Hey,  Kurt!)  Buying  Kris  Kros  posters  at  Cheapies 
(AAAHHHRRG!!!!)  Singing  rebellious  songs  about  discolored  chicken  embryos  and  hogmeat,  1  don't  need  to  study  I 
don't  need  to  leam-I  can  always  get  by  on  my  good  looks  and  charm  (Thanx  2  Vilma,  Pop,  Chuck  n'  Chum,  Noella, 

Nil&Sibel,  Deniz&Nina,  Meera,  Wesley,  Bue,);  On  a  sadder  note  I  lament/ laminate  to  you  all:  WAH!!  Me  miseram! 

Edepol!  Ecastor!  Cur?!  Cur?!  Will  miss  ya  all:  my  14  siss-like  pals,  beloved  teachers.  Good  luck,  success,  sugar,  health, 
love  n'  happiness. 

The  further  we  go  The  older  we  grow  The  more  we  know  The  less  we  show. 

The  Cure 

Jameela  Jeeroburkhan  1984-1994 

Apres  dix  ans,  je  sais  que  la  vie  n'a  qu'importance  qu'un  fleur  qui  danse  sur  le  temps.  These  10  years  have  been  the 
stem  &  here  are  its  creators-THE  MIND  STRETCHERS:  MsL-"selfdiscipline"  &  laughter  here  at  Rockn  Roll 
Highschool,  MrH-for  valuing  thought  above  all  else,  MrsFinley-you  kept  me  here,  also  MC  et  Albert  Camus,  ME 
for  guidance,  BAM(S)  for  smiling,  DFry  for  words  of  wisdom,  and  Frau  for  so  much.  FELLOW  FREAKS:  my  wee 
bonnie  lass,  Rena-here's  to  2  friends  in  "the  bad  neighbourhood",  Alicia  la  pistolera-a  te  voy  a  extranar,  Mvr- 
destination  everywhere  Russia,  Ireland,  and  AL  Van  Houte,  Ani-watch  out  4  guillotines  &gigolos.  Bo-rock  on! 
Saar&Baar  4ever,  Frey-keep  diggin  yourself,  Bec-have  U  hugged  your  Jam  2day?  CP-we  stayed  till  the  end,  Ter- 
we'll  never  be  slaves  2  Romans,  ST-Harvard  doesn't  deserve  you  but  Sting...  Nan&Gab-I'm  not  leaving  U, 
Chan&Jean-I'm  out!  Sulya-my  salvation.  Love  2  Ma&Pa(though  u  cursed  me  with  conscience)&TJZeal. 
Remember,  everyone  can  be  a  pookie  in  Jameelaland,  all  you  need  is  some  truth.  MsDiFranco  knows,  you  'vegot 
to  look  outside  your  eyes,  you've  got  to  think  outside  your  brain,  you've  got  to  walk  outside  your  life  to  where  the 
neighbourhood  changes.  As  I  walk  outside  the  Study,  I  do  not  leave  a  school;  I  leave  a  decade  of  my  life.  And  yet 
I  realize  that  I  cannot  get  away  because  everything  1  have  experienced — friend-ship,  anger,  brilliance,  tears — 
are  filed  in  the  notetotes  and  blue  duotangs  of  my  memory.  And  this  is  only  the  beginning.../  was  feeling  kind  of 
seasick  but  the  crowd  called  out  for  more.  Lissa,  what  an  imagination! 
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Olivia  Tak-On  Li  1988-1994 


Ah!  Grade  11  at  last.  Time  capsules,  bears  in  living  rooms,  the  unabridged  Bolivian  Dictionary  of 
awesomositacious  (ching! )  words.  I  admire  you-LA;  the  2  drives  in  life(f&s)-JJ;  Spaghetti!  Loof !  ooz  cittannicnic; 
"don't  forget  the  little  people"Cambia. . .;  Bryan  Adams,  Krisis,  remember  our  contract-RC;  I'm  a  cleric!  Billy  Bob, 
Choir  Boy;  Drop  that  shovel-you  great  wise  one  you  (powett  &  annoying  curls)-TS;  Scratchy  voices-hit  that 

high!(I  told  you  I  remembered  the  way  to  _ )-VS;  The  4  freaks  are  yet  to  do  an  international  tour: 

Cholesterol. ..Barbie  &  Ken...Facio  this. ..forbidden  french  words-OH!!  Chocolate  anyone?  Voodoo  dolls  in 
Toronto  closets /I  swear  I  saw  that  whale!  Ching!  Cul!  Oy!  Bo-nuts,  the  Bo-ulevard,  Hyper  Bo,  la!  Ah. .great 
memories... From  the  1st  breath  I  took,  until  now  and  forever,  it's  all  been  a  huge  quest  for  self-identification. 
Everytime  I  stumbled  in  my  steps.  I’ve  fallen  into  ditches  of  questions.  Every  time  I  climb  new  heights.  I’ve  tried 
my  solutions.  Now  as  I'm  ready  for  new  settings,  I  bring  with  me  my  questions,  solutions,  memories,  and 
especially  my  hopes  to  find  just  compromises  and  the  fair  Fate.  Thanks  to  all  of  those  whom  I  have  taken  time 
from,  and  who've  lifted  my  spirits  when  all  was  lost  in  the  big  abyss  of  stress.  Thanks  to  all  those  who've  given 
me  new  knowledge  (esp.  DL,  DF,  JM,  ME,  RS)  and  those  who  annoyed  me  enough  to  drive  me 
crazy. ..temporarily?  To  Dad,  Mom,  Pat,  all  my  other  relatives  who've  influenced  me,  RC,  SL,  YC,  TS,  LA,  MA, 
ADSF,  VS,  JJ,  MF,  KL,  KB  -  Fortunate  is  the  one  who  is  understood.  Thanks  for  understanding. 

Olivia,  Bo,  Boliv,  Bolivian,  Tak-  On  John,  Liv,  Bliv,  Big  O, 

Liver  Brain,  Olive  Head,  Oli,  Olive,  Cholera,  Annoying... 


Sarah  Masterson  1989-1994 

Knew  I  was  going  to  die, 

See  ya  wouldn't  want  to  be  ya  ! 

Horse;  thou  art  truly  a  creature  without  equal  for  thou  fliest  without  wings  and  conquerest  without  sword. 
4  fat  maggot  legs  and  no  good  clothes. 

Have  fun  while  you're  living  you'll  be  a  long  time  dead. 

Almost  everything  you  do  will  be  insignificant,  but  it  is  very  important  that  you  do  it.  M.  Ghandi 

May  you  stay  forever  young 


25 


Christine  Pacher  1983-1994 


I  don't  want  to  write  this  'cause  I  know  it's  the  end.  But  all  good  things  must  come  to  a  close.The  Study  house 
on  the  Boulevard.  I  have  sooo....  much  to  say  to  you  and  no  time  to  speak  it.  You've  given  me  an  exact  decade.To 
all  my  teachers  and  Mrs. Marshall  I  thank  you  so  much.  There  were  6+now  there  R4;  Xtasy  babies  we'r  the  best 
ofthebest.  I  luvUguys  KEG,FM+SM.I'v  been  thru  somthing  dif.  w/eachl  ofU.2SHS  thanx4geting  moi  off  Mt- 
Sutton,that  night  shuts  gallon  Stu  this  is  2  U  very  greatest  I  will  nevr  meet  another  1  lik  U,  intro  2  wet  jeans  'n 
TMR  drak/  escape  sexi;  red  JG  4  nine+1  /  2.  Fr.  camp  JJ+Tara  nevr  sit  'N  middle  with  .Niagra  jacuz;  Strat4d  shnaps 
triks+plays  on  rocks, taxi's  at  3+  CM  on  other  line-  Kats  bushes+brows  Sar+me  lingerie.  Qbc/Tad  so  U  say  we 
cant  sleep  2gether,doubt  strongly,  waterfall,  Sars  flexible  seat,twez'rs  a-hole  Mcd's.  Ty's  H  party,  cotillion 
sakiKatsura.  Virgo's  who  nevr  look  ahead.  Up  north  speaks  4  itself,  Kats  skido's  Tiamm...  cheezwiz  Barr.  Tennis 
fashion  'N  Paris  don't  evr  let  me  give  it  up.  Llamas,  clogs  /  aries  rule.  Kat+Jimmy  Tu  est  mechante  on  horseback 
innercircle;  un  pti-peut.  Herzliah  grad'93  Ritz  limos  Cite  dress  ripped.  Best.  2  SM  "I  want  2  be  4  ever  young"! 
FM  4  evr  naked.  Grads  Live  Life  2  the  Fullest,  originalities  the  key.  I  wish  U  luck  in  your  futures  miss  U  lots 
CHAO!  To  my  parents-i-  Shawn+  Daisy:  I  love  you,  nevr  stop  cooking  mummy+  duck  l'orange+  to  daddy  thanx 
4  the  private  lesons  N  tennis!  Bea  luv  U  curb  cutie,  kickers,animal  rights,and  green  eyes!  Thanx  4 
everything . Grads  of  '94  Party  on...  Love  always,  Christie 


Terrie  Schauer  1983-1994 

He  Francois,  non,  ne  t'en  fais  pas,  un  jour  on  se  rendra  la,  he  Francois,  non,  ne  t'en  fais  pas,  la  chance  toumera 
pour  toi  et  moi !!!  you  can't  imagine  just  how  much  time  i've  spent  sitting  at  the  back  of  the  class  room  trying 
to  believe  that,  so  now  it's  finally  true  and  i'm  looking  back  on  all  the  years  of  classes  i  spent  watching  and 
wanting  to  believe,  i  asked  myself  is  there  a  point  to  living  five  days  a  week  waiting  for  two?  not  like  i  had  any 
choice,  but  we  laughed  in  the  face  of  disaster,  we  cried  in  the  midst  of  hilarity,  we  fell  asleep  in  the  wake  of 
knowledge,  but  perhaps  most  of  all  we  panicked  for  no  reason,  but  the  end  is  in  sight  and  i  can  almost  honestly 
say  i  have  no  regrets,  people  have  lied  and  told  the  truth,  the  world  has  seemed  to  crash  down  around  me,  but 
i'm  still  here,  still  stupid  enough  to  show  up  every  morning  at  eight  o'clock  asking  for  more,  i  doubt  that  i  will 
ever  learn  my  lesson,  and  i  just  have  one  more  thing  to  say  before  i  get  lost  for  good,  but  i've  waited  much  too 
long  to  say  it .  .  . 

BON  BEN  SALUT  SALAUD  !!!  J'penserai  a  toe  quand  il  fera  beau  .  .  . 


Sarah  Jane  Ternoway  1983-1994 

Don't  think  me  unkind,  words  are  hard  to  find;  They're  only  cheques  I've  left  unsigned  from  the  banks  of  chaos  in  my  mind... 

-The  Police.  Last  again,  as  usual...  (1  hate  alphabetical  order!) 

Remember  -  problems  in  the  Boshnywop  Megalopolis;  Jane  J.  Ramisha;  venemous  falarbi;  Center  Hioe;  expulse;  excuse  me,  are 
you  the  Pope?;  hey.  Line  Segment,  wanna  Skor?;  sauvez  mon  ame;  Harry  thinks  1  dress  too  sexy;  The  Four  Freaks;  Murk  Killer; 
a  judge  is  a  werewolf  with  a  gavel;  Mikhail  Horkycough;  Wawa  Man;  croustilles...ou  craquelins?;  mini-mini;  can't  get  no  normal 
stockings;  love  letters  to  Ross  Perot;  ya  zek!;  3  Fs,  1  c,  1  d!;  it's  Da  Bear!;  Moscow  '93  -  achtung  bitte  (baby)!,  Pookie  noogies  Cutey- 
pie,  people  who  say  NYET!,  karova,  Igor  Yeltsin;  AG  -  Lost  Together  in  Toronto,  our  pal  Kurt  (sorry',  Rena! ),  fun  with  binoculars, 
England  rules!!;  Jesus  of  Drummondville;  Habs  Rule  '93!;  this  is  not  a  rebel  song  this  is.. .Green  Eggs  and  Ham!;  Jean-Guy-Spam; 
Guy  Lafleur=Govemor  General;  Mr.  Bean;  don't  use  your  tongue  to  stop  a  fan  (see?);  cash  word  of  the  day!;  ?a  va  mal!;  GL-  did 
you  ever  know  that  you're  my  hee-ro?  (I'll  be  watching  you);  Vive  Les  Pingouins!;  if  you  don't  dig  holes  you'll  never  fall  in  them; 
you  knowyou're  bored  when...;  bassists  are  habit-forming  (Keith  Unpronounceable,  etc.  );can  you  catch  lemo-on?  Thanks  to  family 
and  teachers  for  their  support  and  for  helping  me  keep  a  sense  of  reality'.. .and  to  everyone  from  Outward  Bound,  thanks  for  deep 
thoughts.  Rocky  Raccoon,  peanut  batter,  nafish  nafish,  warm  handshakes,  strange  tans,  Committee  of  the.. .OBVIOUS!!  and  two 
incredible  weeks!  And  to  Mara  (punk-rock  girl!)  -  fearless  scrubbies  rule,  eh?  love  Stumpy. 

Ceux  qui  font  Tautruche  toute  leur  vie  finissent  peut-etre  avec  une  eervelle  d'oiseau;  eh  bien,  moi  j' veux  pas.  -Daniel  Belanger 
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Yearbook 


Co-editors:  Rena  Chung,  Ani  Gurunlian,  Olivia  Li. 

Advisors:  Ms.  Loughlin,  Frau  Sutherland 

Sub-editors:  Derev  Antikacioglu,  Francesca  Caruana,  Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna,  Amanda  Skoda, 
Gabrielle  LoRe,  Tanya  No. 
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So  you're  looking  at  It!  You're  probably  browsing  through...  la  di  da...  just  reading 
these  write-ups  that  take  so  little  time  to  read  but  so  much  to  print.  It's  taken  us  many 
hours,  heck  many  months,  to  put  this  masterpiece  together  -  SAVOUR  IT!  It  wouldn't 
have  been  possible  without  everyone..  Staying  up  every  night  and  after  school  until  six 
o'clock,  brainstorming  for  original  ideas  until  we  pass  out,  write-ups,  photos,  and 
deadlines,  deadlines,  DEADLINES!!  Congratulations  fellow  sub-editors,  and  class  reps! 
Thanks  Ms.  Loughlin,  Frau  Sutherland,  and  Steve  Barber  for  guiding  us  through  it  all. 
Now  we  can  relax  and  enjoy  life  like  normal  people. 

Love, 

Rena  Chung,  Ani  Gurunlian,  and  Olivia  Li. 
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Head  and  Sub-Head 
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Head:  Freya  Mackenzie 
Sub-Head:  Rena  Chung 

Wow.  What  just  happened?  It  was  exciting, 
demanding,  confusing,  and  left  us  somewhat 
winded!  It  all  seems  to  slow  to  a  nauseating  and 
painful  crawl  while  one  is  experiencing  it,  but  as  soon 
as  it's  over,  one  feels  that  it  has  passed  by  in  a  single 
breath,  and  becomes  an  album  of  precious  memories. 
It  was  graduating  from  The  Study,  and  going 
through  it  all,  taking  our  place  in  history  amongst  the 
long  line  of  Head  and  Sub-Head  Girls.  We  would  like 
to  express  our  most  sincere  appreciation  to  Frau 
Sutherland,  our  many  teachers,  our  parents,  our 
class,  and  everyone  else  around  us  for  their  endless 
help,  advice,  and  support. 

Finally,  we  will  always  remember  each  other 
and  the  wonderful  time  we  spent  together,  arm  in 
arm,  continually  joining  forces  to  face  the  years' 
challenges. 

Love, 

Freya  and  Rena. 


Freya  doesn't  know  I've  put  this  in,  but  I 
would  like  to  thank  her  for  the  great  job  she  did  as 
Head  Girl. 

Love, 

Rena 
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Prefects'  Council 


Head:  Freya  Mackenzie 
Sub-Head:  Rena  Chung 

Members:  Lissa  Altschuler,  Karen  Barnes,  Jameela 

Jeeroburkhan,  Olivia  Li,  Sarah  Temoway,  Terri 
Schauer. 

Our  prefect  council  will  go  down  in  history  for  bein 
so  co-operative  and  creative.  The  beginning  of  the  year  wa 
hectic,  with  the  new  building  and  the  switch  with  Bazaar  an 
May  Day  (which  we  changed  to  Pumpkin  Fest),  yet  throug 
it  all,  everything  was  a  success!  Even  though  we  didn't  alwa) 
look  eye-to-eye  upon  certain  issues,  we  still  managed  to  mat 
things  work.  We  probably  showed  how  well  we  worke 
together  when  the  infamous  fire  alarm  went  off  during  Chris 
mas  Lunch.  Y es,  it  will  never  be  forgotten  how  we  abandone 
the  turkey  and  grabbed  the  candy  canes  (not  to  mention  San 
Claus)  to  stand  outside  the  school  shivering,  but  we  sti 
handed  out  candy  canes  none  the  less!  Special  thanks  to  eac 
prefect  and  especially  Frau  Sutherland. 

Love, 

Freya  and  Rena. 


Prefect  Awards 


Head  Girl:  Freya  Mackenzie 
Award:  The  "That's  Bloody  Brilliant" 
Award. 

Sub-Head:  Rena  Chung 
Award:  The  "I  can  do  this  tonight  - 1 
don’t  need  to  sleep!"  Award. 

Grad  Prefect:  Lissa  Altschuler 
Award:  The  "Could  I  have  a  cheque,  if  it 
isn't  a  problem?"  Award. 
Entertainment  Prefect:  Karen  Barnes 
Award:  The  "I'll  never  get  a  DJ!"  Award. 
Treasury  Prefect:  Jameela  Jeeroburkhan 
Award:  The  "Mail,  mail,  and  more  mail!" 
Award. 

Tuck  Prefect:  Olivia  Li 
Award:  The  "Chocolate?  Sesame  snaps? 
Come  on,  you  must  want 
something !"  Award. 

Sports  Captain:  Terrie  Schauer 
Award:  The  "Most  consistent  council 
meeting  attendance”  Award. 
Second-Hand  Uniform  Prefect:  Sarah 
Ternoway 

Award:  The  "Tunic-collecting,  tunic¬ 
cleaning,  tunic-selling"  Award. 
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Grad  Committee 


Head:  Lissa  Altschuler 

Members:  Myriam  Fredette,  Katherine  Gray. 

Place:  Four  Seasons  Hotel 

Time:  To  be  announced 

What  are  we  going  to  do:  Party  all  night! 

This  graduation  is  going  to  be  the  best  one 
ever  and  special  thanks  to  all  who  helped  to 
make  May  27,  1994  the  most  incredible  night 
ever! 

The  Graduation  Committee 
( Lissa,  Myriam,  Katherine) 


Entertainment 


Committee 


Head:  Karen  Barnes 

Members:  Sarah  Masterson,  Rebecca  McLeod, 

Christie  Pacher. 

Entertainment  has  been  going  well  this  year.  We  have 
a  lot  of  new  ideas,  and  we  are  having  so  much  fun 
planning  all  the  dances.  Cotillion  and  other  entertain¬ 
ments.  Cotillion  was  hard  to  plan  for.  Deciding  on  a  DJ 
and  decorations  looked  like  mission  impossible  at  first, 
but  things  were  eventually  all  set  and  this  year's  Cotil¬ 
lion  was  a  real  success.  For  the  first  time  ever.  Cotillion 
took  place  at  The  Study  and  it  was  great.  Wejustwanted 
to  thank  everyone  who  helped  us  plan  our  events, 
especially  Frau  Sutherland.  We  would  also  like  to  thank 
our  Secondary  School  Reps:  Merissa,  Corinna,  Kim  and 
Derev.  Good  luck  to  next  year's  Entertainment  Com¬ 
mittee,  and  we  hope  you  have  as  much  fun  as  we  did! 

XOXOXOX, 

Karen,  Sarah,  Rebecca  and  Christie 
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Tuck  Committee 


Head:  Olivia  Li 
Member:  Myriam  Fredette 

Tuesday?  Tuck?  Terrific!  Even  if  we  didn't 
have  the  middle  school  kids  as  our  customers  at  the 
beginning  of  the  year.  Tuck  did  just  as  well.  Of  course 
it  took  a  lot  of  publicity,  variety,  and  muscles  to  carry 
all  those  boxes  around,  but  it  was  all  worth  it.  Thanks 
to  Myriam  and  Karen  who  helped  us  sell  and  buy. 
Thanks  to  Rena  and  Freya  who  had  to  deposit  and 
withdraw  all  that  money,  but  we'd  like  to  thank  most 
of  all  you  chocolate-candy-nibs-lovers  and  crisper- 
eating-addicts  out  there.  (We  love  you  Becca  for 
investing  your  allowance  on  Tuck!)  Dad,  I'm  sure 
glad  we  got  a  station  wagon. 

Love, 

Olivia  &  Myriam. 


Treasury  Committee 


Head:  Jameela  Jeeroburkhan 

Members:  Sarah  Ternoway,  Ani  Gurunlian. 

The  Study  was  bustling  with  charitable  events 
this  year,  all  of  which  the  Treasury  Committee  is 
proud  of.  In  addition  to  the  usual  Wednesday 
collections  and  the  Bazaar,  the  school  participated  in 
“Qa  Marche",  the  first  AIDS  walk-a-thon  in 
Montreal.  The  Pumpkin  Fest  was  a  "smashing" 
success  and  the  proceeds  were  greatly  appreciated  by 
The  Missing  Children's  Network.  The  Penny-Drive 
was  a  wonderful  activity  that  was  initiated  by  Talia 
Brott  and  benefited  The  Shriners'  Hospital  of 
Montreal.  It  was  a  very  busy  year,  but  The  Study 
made  such  a  large  contribution  to  various  social  and 
ecological  causes  that  the  work  was  worth  while. 

Thank  you  to  all  the  coin  rollers  and  money 
counters.  You  would  make  great  treasurers. 

To  a  continued  future  of  charitable  work, 
Sarah,  Ani,  and  Jameela. 
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Sports  Captain 


Captain:  Terrie  Schauer 

Too  exhausted  to  write! 


Second  Hand  Uniform 


Thank  you  very  much  to  those  who  helped 
during  the  sales,  ana  to  those  who  supported  us, 

whether  by  being  suppliers  or  customers.  (A  special 
thanks  to  all  you  anonymous  Middle  and  Senior 
School  students  whose  lost  uniforms  end  up  in  our 
hands  because  you  don't  put  name-tags  in  them-  you 
guys  are  a  great  source  of  income!!)  And  to  next 
year's  tunic-pushers  and  sweater-mongers,  good 
luck  and  good  sales! 

Love, 

Sarah  Temoway 
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Beta  Lambda 


Head:  Myriam  Fredette 
Sub-Head:  Sarah  Masterson 
Sports  Captain:  Sarah  McCans 
Mascot:  Mortimer  Ichabod 

"When  I  say  green,  you  say  white:  green,  white;  green, 
white!!!!" 

Yes,  another  year  of  wonderfully  freaky,  CRAZY  cheers  and 
super  enthusiasticnesses!!!  Always  the  most  spirited  (despite 
what  the  other  house  heads  may  say),  and  obviously  the  most 
intelligent.  (That  time  we  lost,  it  was  just  to  give  the  others  a 
chance.)  We  are  also  very  generous. 

It's  a  fact:  people  in  BL  own  many  pennies  (or  used  to  at 
least...) 

people  in  BL  love  Sesame  Street  characters 
that  have  big  googly  eyes,  a  huge  yet 
enormously  adorable  orange  nose, 
bright  pink  fur,  and  flexible  limbs  (Karen, 
don't  human  knot  the  Elmo  doll!!) 
people  in  BL  are  RED  HOT!!! 


Delta  Beta 


Head:  Jameela  Jeeroburkhan 
Sub-Head:  Lissa  Altschuler 
Sports  Captain:  Derev  Antikacioglu 

We  have  always  known  that  Delta  Beta  is  a  rockin'  house, 
but  this  year  its  members  proved  it  by  showing  their  enthusiasm 
and  ability.  Whether  it  was  in  athletics,  art,  or  academics,  the 
talents  of  Delta  Betians  were  always  supreme  and  Big  Bear  was 
always  very  pleased.  Each  grade  showed  partici-pation 
throughout  the  year  and  should  be  commen-ded.  Not  only  did 
we  have  a  lot  of  fun,  but  with  events  like  the  Penny-Drive,  Delta 
Betians  should  be  proud  knowing  that  they  helped  a  worthy 
cause.  To  next  year's  DB  Heads,  be  honored  to  lead  the  smallest, 
but  mightiest  house. 

Good  Luck  &  Memories, 

Jameela,  Lissa,  and  Derev. 
ps.  Extra  thanks  to  Cora  and  the  grade  nines  for 
our  new  cheers! 
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Kappa  Rho 


Head:  Rebecca  McLeod 
Sub-Head:  Rena  Chung 
Sports  Captain:  Kim  Johnston 

This  year  has  gone  pretty  well  for  Kappa 
Rho.  We  have  done  well  in  all  areas,  academics, 
sports  and  in  spirit.  We  may  not  always  come  in 
first  (though  it  is  not  a  rare  occurrence)  but  we  are 
always  in  second  or  third.  The  reason  for  this,  is 
that  we  do  not  feel  a  need  to  over  exert  ourselves  in 
order  to  win,  because  we  know  that  we  are  the  best. 
Since  we  are  the  best,  we  do  not  feel  a  need  to  prove 
this  fact  to  anyone  else,  so  we  move  at  our  own 
pace.  The  only  set  back  that  we  have  had  this  year 
was  the  attempt  on  Keppie's  life  (Keppie  being  our 
house  mascot).  After  this  tragic  occurrence,  we. 
Kappa  Rho,  took  this  as  an  act  of  open  hostility, 
and  we  are  not  happy!  But  beware,  those  who 
committed  this  most  heinous  crime,  we  know  who 
you  are  and  you  are  toast!  We  will  get  you!  They 
may  have  gotten  Keppie  but  they  have  not  crushed 
our  spirit!  Kappa  Rho  is  the  best  and  everyone 
knows  it.  Good  luck  to  all  of  next  year's  house 
officials!  Love  from  all  of  Us, 

Rebecca,  Rena,  and  Kim. 


Mu  Gamma 


Head:  Alicia  Diaz  de  la  Serna 

Sub-Head:  Karen  Barnes 

Sports  Captain:  Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 

This  year  Mu  Gamma  was  the  greatest  most 
awesome  winner.  We  were  able  to  work  together  to 
come  first  in  the  penny  drive!  It  is  amazing  how  we  can 
all  get  spirited  and  cheer  until  our  lungs  can't  handle  it 
any  more.  If  there  is  rain,  thunders  or  snow  storms  Mu 
Gamma  will  always  be  there  for  you!  keep  on  being 
spirited  and  willing  to  help  your  house  because  it  pays 
off.  WE’RE#  1!!!!! 

Mu  Gamma  forever 
in  any  weather 
prevails  in  spirit 
a  smile  we  merit 
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Debate 


Heads:  Karen  Barnes,  Sarah  Masterson,  Christie  Pacher 

They  were  too  busy  debating  on  the  topic  "Be 
it  resolved  that  this  write-up  is  unnecessary,"  that 
we  resolved  to  put  this  in  instead. 


Newspaper 


Editors:  Talia  Brott,  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Olivia  Li 

At  first  it  seemed  like  an  impossibility,  but  all 
that  was  in  our  minds  was  to  persevere. . .  It  took  more 
than  effort  and  writing  skills  to  launch  The  Page. 
Gabrielle,  where  would  we  all  be  if  you  couldn't  give 
us  advice?  (Good  luck  next  year!)  Talia,  my  fingers 
would  have  fallen  off  without  your  much 
appreciated  help.  Ms.  Reingewirtz,  thanks  for 
working  us  into  your  hectic  days  (how  many 
grammatical  mistakes  we  would  have  without  you!) 
Mr.  Mac,  thanks  for  having  such  wonderful 
computers  and  software!  (It  couldn't  have  been 
possible  without  you).  Thank  you  Mrs.  Marshall  for 
giving  us  the  chance.  Finally,  thanks  to  everyone  who 
has  either  written  or  read  The  Page.  I  truly  hope  that 
it  will  be  an  ongoing  success. 

Luv, 

Olivia. 
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Pumpk 
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Pumpkin  Princess:  Jennifer  Erunza 
Pumpkin  Queen:  Bana  Hamze 


Costume  Contest  Winners: 


Pumpkin  Carving: 


(Senior) 

1st:  Andreanne  Morin 
2nd:  Carrie  Czerwinski, 
Rachel  Cummings,  Andrea 
Hucal 

3rd:  Gabrielle  LoRe 


(Junior) 

1st:  Astrid  Coyle 
2nd:  Nina  Ghais 
3rd:  Delbina  Potenza 


:l 


Le  French  Camp: 
Franchement  meilleur! 
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Soaked  Maidens  in  Niagara  Haven 
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Christmas 

Lunch 


Christmas  Concert 
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Stlicone  VaUey 


love,  y°u\tQU  Jove  tie" 


q tie  No?  So 

$  u preN€3 


.M 


5 one  fines  we  wonder... 


Vegetarianism  gone  -ho  far] 


Insane  In  he  brain 


Plra .  hry  doesn't  really 
have  a  sense  cfr  honour 


The  Survivor  o9  Chernobyl 


Quif  while  you’re  ahead 


A  PICTURE 


is  worth  n 


fuousawD  works 
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Our  school  held  their  very  first  gender 
conference.  Upon  arrival,  students  from 
visiting  schools  were  greeted  by  cheerful 
Study  students  who  offered  them  plastic 
bags  for  their  wet  boots.  Some  greeters 
were  more  eager  than  others... 


The  gym  was  overflowing  with  participants  for  the  opening  of  the 
conference.  Some  of  the  students  were  reluctant  about  the 
conference,  they  feared  that  it  would  turn  into,  "one  big  feminist" 
rally.  So,  the  activities  committee  taught  everyone  to  take  a  "Hula 
Break"  whenever  things  got  too  intense... 


Our  keynote  speaker 


Spl 

was  Mrs.  Eve  McBride. 
Some  people  enjoyed 
her  speech  and  others 
had  differing  opinions... 


We  broke  up  into  our  small  group  discussions  to  comment  on 


group 

Mrs.  McBride's  speech.  The  gi 


speech,  the  groups  were  animated  by 
V  Study  students.  No « 


Secondary  IV  and  V  Study  students.  No  adults  attended  these 
sessions,  so  all  the  students  felt  more  comfortable  speaking 


At  night  we  had  a  dinner  activity  which  consisted  of  pizza,  donuts  and  fruit 
juice.  We  had  some  pizza  left  over  so  some  lucky  individuals  got  to  take  the 
extra  ones  home... 


®  ^  their  minds... 

WaOA  CT  Cr*  ^OoA 


X/tARE  WE  REALLY  DIFFERENT? 


MHHHHI 


On  a  cold  and  windy  Friday,  January  28, 1994... 


On  a  bright  and  sunny  Saturday,  January  29, 1994 


In  the  morning,  after  a  filling  breakfast  provided  by  the  nutrition  committee,  the 
activities  committee  again  went  into  action... 


;ot  to  know  each  other,  more  than  we  may  have 
.  We  had  to  trust  them  that  they  would  not  let  us 


Meanwhile,  the  teachers  gathered  together  in  the  staff 
room  and  held  their  own  discussions.  Also  in  the  morning, 
there  was  a  panel  discussion  on  "Gender  Correctness"... 


Then  in  the  afternoon  came  "The  Debate".  The  resolution  was,  "Be  it  resolved 
that  feminism  does  more  harm  than  good".  Following  the  debaters' 
presentations  was  a  cross-examination  from  the  floor  and  that's  when  things 
became  intense,  yelling  and  shouting  filled  the  room  and  not  even  a  "Hula 
Break"  could  cure  the  tension... 


tension  from  the  The  conference  ended  and  all  went  away  having 
tried  to  resolve  all  learned  something  or  identified  with  someone.  As 
they  left,  our  conference  chair,  Jameela 
Jeeroburkhan,  kept  working,  as  a  good  conference 
chair  does. 


m  ^  ..  cnaxr  does.  4 

V>  exert  -OO-i-rt 
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1993  S.O.G.A.  Reunion 
Ritz  Carlton,  Boston,  Mass. 


S.O.G.A, 


S.O.G.A.  Cocktail  Party 
Montreal,  December  1993 
Class  of  '93 

(L-R:  Alis  Sevakian,  Karyn  Williams, 
Regina  Flores,  Ingrid  Hategan, 


(Study  Old  Girls  Association) 


Fredique  Fournier) 


S.O.G.A.  was  established  in  1924.  The  aim  of  this  organization  is  to  interest  the  girls 
in  the  school  after  they  leave  and  to  help  the  school  in  any  way  that  they  can,  by  raising  funds 
or  helping  with  entertainment.  At  present,  there  are  1600  members  in  S.O.G.A,  of  which  567 
reside  in  the  province  of  Quebec.  S.O.G.A. 's  continuing  involvement  in  the  School  includes 
a  variety  of  events  and  activities.  These  range  from  hosting  the  graduates'  luncheon,  helping 
fund  the  graduation  dance,  donating  equipment  and  books  to  The  Study,  volunteering  as 
guest  speakers  for  Career  Day,  the  Annual  Church  Service  etc.,  and  lending  a  helping  hand 
at  various  school  events  such  as  Open  House.  S.O.G.A  also  holds  regional  gatherings  during 
the  year  and  has  all  the  necessary  information  to  organize  class  reunions.  The  real  beauty 
of  S.O.G.A  is  it’s  ability  to  allow  every  student  to  keep  in  touch  with  friends  and  memories 
that  are  so  unique  to  The  Study. 


Class  of  '88  Five  Year  Reunion 
(L-R:  Annabel  Soutar,  Claude  Saleh, 
Carla  Guttmann,  Katherine  Price) 


S.O.G.A.  Cocktail  Party 
Toronto,  1993 

(L-R:  Carrie  Eberts  '86,  Gill  Riley  '85, 
Rachel  DeSalis  ’85) 


Harvey  the  six  foot  one  and  a  half  playboy  bunny,  and 
everything  else  that  made  the  '94  production  memorable, 
"Sound  the  gong  Wilson!!".  It  was  hard  getting  up  on 
Saturdays.  Miss  Rein's  little  Chinese  runners  were  very 
useful.  God  man  there  was  PLENTY  of  work  to  do;  raunchy 
rose  dresses;  lets  do  act  I  one  more  time  lowder  Omar; 
Harvey,  Harvey,  Harvey  x  10000000;  A.L.  take  all  the  forks 
&  run  away  fast  Isn't  is  great  how  the  assistant  directors 
sacrifice  their  education  for  the  play!?  "I  says  sista  there's  a 
man  wanna  see  ya"  Kelly-  Veta  is  about  to  scream; 
Chumley:  too  bad  you  didn't  get  to  kill  yourself  on  stage  & 
where  the  hell  is  Akron  anyway?  Hey  Elwood,  wanna  go 
down  to  Charlie's?  You  were  right  Miss  Rein  we  didn't  need 
a  stage,  curtains  or  microphones!  Thanks  to  Miss  Rein, 
Johnny,  the  actresses  and  the  all  important  crew. 

Love,  Myriam  and  Karen 

P.S.:  "Hey  Myr.  you're  an  awesome  asssistant  director! 

Awww  Karr,  you're  not  so  small  yourself" 
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MONTREAL 


ALL  PROCEEDS  WENT 
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BAZAAR  1994 


TO  CENTRA  IDE 
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The  Science  Fair 


THE  WINNERS: 

Standing 

Student(s) 

Secondary  I 

1st 

Cristina  Remond 

2nd 

Andrea  Heckler 

3rd 

Danya  Manchulenko 

Secondary  II 

1st 

Heather  Ternoway 

2nd 

Julia  Carbone 

3rd 

Bana  Hamze  & 

Valerie  Schoof 

Secondary  III 

1st 

Katie  Kostiuk  & 

Allison  Cobrin 

2nd 

Sarah  Coad  & 

Corinna  Groenendaal 

3rd 

Shirley  Yoon 

Standing  Student(s) 

Secondary  IV 

1st  Amira  El-Messidi 

2nd  Hilary  McGown  & 

Derev  Antikacioglu 
3rd  Gabrielle  LoRe  & 

Francesca  Caruana 

Secondary  V 

1st  Freya  Mackenzie  & 

Myriam  Fredette 
2nd  Olivia  Li 

3rd  Karen  Barnes  & 

Sarah  Temoway 

The  People's  Choice  Award  was  given 
to  Ildiko  Tokes  &  Andreanne  Robert- 
Morin. 
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/Jo  matte r  what  they  laid,  we  accomplished  a  lot 
Individually  and  aS  a  unit. 

A  combination  of  1U  perceptions. 

'll/e  fouyhL 
'll/e  had  crises. 

We  Screamed. 

We  threw  thinyl. 

We  took,  too  many  tylenoll. 

We  went  throuyh  every  emotion  imaginable. 

%feS,  we  know  what  it  is  to  feel  stress. 

dlow  and  when  to  Suppress  it  and  how  to  let  it  all  out  when  we  know  we  can  1  take  it 
anymore. 

We  had  our  conflicts  but  we  complement  each  other  despite  our  incredible  differences. 

We  froye  in  the  locker  room. 

talked  about  our  ley  hairs  and  Sex  endlessly... 

jbiScuSSed  everythiuy  from  anarchy,  the  apocalypse,  to  the  cuteneSS  of  our  stomachs, 
fyreahishly  we  accomplished  Somethiny  toyether. 

*1  LiS  process  that  has  absorbed  So  many  hours  of  our  lives,  is  over. 

*1  hiS  staye  cornel  to  a  dole  aS  another  commences. 

*1 'hiS  beyi  the  yuestion:  Alow  impLortont  were  thole  years  to  the  remainder  of  our  lives? 
Will  anyone  ever  alh  uS  the  definition  of  irony  or  jurdapLOlition? 

Whatever  the  Symbolism... 
dlowever  tiny  or  immense  the  impiact... 

We  have  influenced  the  course  of  each  other  'l  existence... 

At  least  Some  deyree  of  inSiynificance. 

V here  'l  only  one  thiny  we  can  ayree  on: 

"If  we  all  do  it,  they  can  7  do  anythiny.  " 
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Bantam 

Back  Row  ( left-  right):  Ildiko  Tokes,  Marie  Khediguian,  Caroline  Fakhry,  Martha  Brown. 
Middle  Row:  Chloe  Barnabe,  Nadine  Ellman,  Andrea  Heckler. 

Front  Row:  Jessica  Forsythe,  Robyn  Yanofsky  (Captain). 

Absent:  Stephanie  Jarry,  Caroline  Marsden,  Aimie  Minsky 


BANTAM 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Shivani  Oberoi,  Laurel  Lighter-  Young,Bana  Hamze(Co-  Captain), 
Jessica  Deakin,  Tina  Fargnoli,  Laura  Petty.  Middle  Row:  Rebecca  Lovell,  Valerie  Schoof,  Nadia 
Niro,  Amanda  Eaman,  Nidhi  Khanna.  Front  Row:  Kimry  Gravenor,  Joanna  Mok,  Rosie 
Monge.  Absent:  Samantha  Hofman(Co-Captain),  Vanessa  Piccolo. 


F 
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1  JHHgplly 

W  V 

The  juvenile  soccer  team  played  well  this 
year,  and  although  we  didn't  always  win,  we 
always  had  fun.  Our  record  was  one  win,  one  tie 
and  four  losses.  Most  of  our  scoring  power  came 
from  forwards  Gabrielle,  Malika,  and  midfield 
Kim.  With  five  Sarahs  on  the  team  there  was 
bound  to  be  a  bit  of  confusion,  but  soon  we  learned 
to  tell  them  apart,  (partly  thanks  to  Sarah  T.'s 
yellow  socks! )  Nana  and  Hilary  provided  stalwart 
defensive  play  (but  work  on  the  goal  kicks  guys!) 
Nicole,  Patrizia,  Carrie,  Jenny  and  Andrea  (the 
rookies),  played  excellently  in  their  first  senior 
season.  Becca  (thought  we  forgot  you,  eh?)  was 
probably  the  most  concerned  about  not  making 
the  starting  line  up.  ("Terrie's  goals  against 
average  were  nothing  enviable  this  season,  her 
save  percentage  was  better,  and  we  certainly 
couldn't  have  done  it  without  our  psycho  goalie!", 
wrote  Sarah  T.) 

Terrie  Schauer 


JUVENILE 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Patrizia  Genoni,  Sarah  Temoway,  Rebecca  McLeod,  Terrie  Schauer 
(Captain),  Gabrielle  LoRe,  Hilary  McGown,  Kim  Johnston.  Middle  Row:  Sarah  McCans,  Nana 
Kyei- Aboagye,  Malika  Oberoi,  Nicole  Dimyan,  SarahCoad.  Front  Row:  Sarah  Shennib,  Carrie 
Czerwinski,  Andrea  Hucal.  Absent:  Sarah  Masterson,  Jenny  Therrien 
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Bantam 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Jessica  Deakin,  Sharon  Ho,  Nadine  Ellman 
Front  Row:  Bana  Hamze,  Chloe  Bamabe,  Rachel  Cytrynbaum. 
Absent:  Samantha  Hofman,  Cristina  Remond. 


Midget 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Sarah  McCans,  Shirley  Yoon,  Terrie  Schauer. 
Front  Row:  Patrizia  Genoni,  Sarah  Goad,  Jasmine  Ezagui. 
Katherine  Creamer,  Sarah  Shennib. 


Juvenile 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Ani  Gurunlian,  Olivia  Li,  Karen  Barnes. 
Front  Row:  Nana  Kyei-  Aboagye,  Francesa  Caruana. 

Absent:  Rena  Chung. 
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Bantam 


Back  Row  (left-  right): 

IldikoTokes,  Chloe  Barnabe, 
Nadine  Ellman,  Stacey-Anne 
Finkelberg-  Keller. 


Middle  Row:  Rosie  Monge, 
Andreanne  Robert-  Morin, 
Joanna  Mok,  Amanda  Eaman. 


Front  Row:  Jessica  Forsythe, 
Robyn  Yanofsky  (Captain), 
Heather  Ternoway. 


Absent:  Tina  Fargnoli, 
Samantha  Hofman,  Nadia 
Niro,  Caroline  Marsden, 
Shivani  Oberoi 


Midget 

Back  Row  (left-  right):  Rachel 
McLeod,  Hilary  McGown,  Terrie 
Schauer  (Captain),  Gabrielle 
LoRe,  Nana  Kyei-  Aboage. 

Middle  Row:  Malika  Oberoi, 
Sarah  McCans,  Sarah  Coad, 
Derev  Antikacioglu. 

Front  Row:  Katie  Kostiuk, 
Patrizia  Genoni,  Nicole  Dimyan. 

Despite  the  1 
point  loss  to 
BHS,  you'll 
always  be  #1 
in  our  hearts! 
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WIMBLEDON 


AT  THE  STUDY 

Bantam 

Back  row  (left  to  right): 

Liz  Ostin,  Shivani  Oberoi,  Jessica  Forsythe, 
Nadine  Ellman. 

Front: 

Robyn  Yanofsky. 

Absent: 

Laura  Petty,  Andreanne  Morin. 


Midget 

Left  to  right: 

Patrizia  Genoni,  Sarah  Coad, 
Nicole  Dimyan,  Jasmine  Ezagui, 
Malika  Oberoi. 


Track  and  Field 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right): 

Katherine  Creamer,  Sarah  Shennib, 
Amanda  Skoda,  Patrizia  Genoni, 
Andrea  Heckler,  TinaFargonli, 
Terrie  Schauer. 

Front  Row:  Sarah  Coad 
Hanging:  Sarah  McCanns 


k: 
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Cross-Country  Running 


3f  ^  ^  -5? 

x* 


Back  Row  (Left  to  Right): 

Nadia  Niro,  Robyn 
Yanofsky,  Vivian  Lim. 
Front  Row:  Bana  Hamze, 
Chloe  Barnabe,  Heather 
Ternoway. 


A 
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Metaphor 
by  Carrie  Czerwinski 
Secondary  III 


The  Deer 


When  I  looked  at  myself  and  tried  to  analyze  which  object 
I  am  the  most  like,  the  first  thing  that  I  thought  of  was  an  antique 
plate.  This  idea  appeared  in  my  head  as  I  was  glancing  through 
the  dining  room.  Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  spotted  my 
favourite  of  my  mother's  antique  plate  collection.  This  plate  is 
like  none  of  the  others  in  my  house.  It  is  very  different.  It  was 
my  great-grandmother's  plate  which  she  received  as  a  "sweet 
sixteen"  birthday  present  from  her  grandmother. 

When  I  look  at  this  plate  I  see  many  things.  I  see  beauty, 
sensitivity,  age,  history,  heritage,  many  meanings  and  many 
stories  behind  it.  I  can  also  tell  that  it,  like  me,  has  a  place  in  my 
family.  I  also  have  beauty,  sensitivity,  history,  heritage,  many 
meanings  and  many  stories  behind  me. 

An  antique  plate  can  be  useful.  When  my  mother  was 
having  a  Christmas  party  and  was  looking  for  a  plate  to  display 
some  cookies  on,  I  chose  the  antique  plate.  In  this  way  the 
antique  plate  was  useful.  I  was  also  being  useful  by  helping  my 
mother  to  find  this  plate.  This  is  one  of  the  ways  the  antique  plate 
and  I  are  useful  and  can  be  similar. 

The  antique  plate  is  fragile  and  sensitive.  I  am  like  the 
antique  plate  because  I  am  also  fragile  and  sensitive  in  many 
ways.  If  you  drop  an  antique  plate  on  the  floor  it  will  shatter.  If 
loud  music  is  blasting,  it  will  also  shatter.  I,  like  the  plate,  will 
also  shatter  inside  if  I  fall  down.  If  someone  says  something 
mean  to  me,  my  face  will  show  the  pain  just  as  the  plate  would 
by  cracking. 

Age  is  also  a  quality  of  the  antique  plate  and  me.  By  being 
old  you  can  have  a  lot  of  experience  and  maturity.  I  am  the  oldest 
child  in  my  family.  I  can  deal  with  the  responsibility  and  blame. 
If  the  antique  plate  was  alive,  it  could  surely  deal  with  it  too. 

The  antique  plate  and  I  both  carry  heritage,  history,  and  a 
place  in  the  family.  In  the  antique  plate,  you  can  see,  just  by 
looking  at  it,  what  the  pictures  and  the  symbols  stand  for,  where 
it  has  come  from,  where  it  belongs,  and  what  it  has  been  through 
all  these  years.  It  portrays  the  history  of  all  the  different  times. 
It  keeps  an  important  place  in  the  family  because  every  time  I 
look  at  it  I  think  of  my  great-grandmother.  This  is  evidence  of  my 
family  features  being  carried  on  through  generation  to 
generation  just  as  the  antique  plate  was. 

The  antique  plate  and  I  are  both  similar  in  the  way  that  we 
both  have  many  meanings.  When  you  look  at  an  antique  plate 
you  can  see  from  the  pictures  on  it  that  it  has  many  stories  and 
meanings.  Although  my  meaning  is  not  yet  revealed,  you  can 
see  by  looking  at  me  a  story  waiting  to  happen  with  meanings 
waiting  to  be  discovered. 

Although  an  antique  plate  cannot  talk  or  move  around 
like  I  can,  I  still  think  it  is  the  object  that  most  represents  my 
feelings,  appearance,  and  image. 


by  Isabelle  Faure 
Grade  6 

A  quiet,  beautiful  day  in  the  forest. 

Slowly,  a  bush  in  the  distance 
Starts  to  rustle,  and  sway. 

Boldly,  the  majestic  creature  steps,  onto  the  grassfield. 

His  coat  is  sleek,  and  glimmers  in  the  sunlight. 

His  antlers,  are  jutting  bravely  out  of  his  smooth  forehead. 
As  his  glossy  eyes  slowly,  examine,  his  surroundings. 

Over  in  the  distance,  is  a  smooth  pond. 

Slowly  he  bends  down  his  long  sleek  neck. 

And  drinks. 

I  Have  a  Dream 

by  Jessica  Stein 
Grade  4 

I  have  a  dream  that  the  people  of  this  world  would  get 
along.  When  something  did  go  wrong  you  would  always 
apologize.  I  have  a  dream  that  people  could  be  trusted  and 
that  would  be  their  honor.  I  have  a  dream  that  everyone 
would  try  their  best  to  help  out  and  that  everyone  was 
truthful.  This  would  be  the  perfect  world!  If  everyone  was 
fair  and  had  a  good  attitude,  then  no  one  would  have  to  live 
on  the  streets  because  people  would  have  helped  each  other. 
I  have  a  dream  that  we  would  all  be  friends  and  family  to  each 
other.  I  have  a  dream  that  the  gift  of  money  was  not  as  great 
as  the  gift  of . LOVE. 
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Growing-  up 
by  Caroline  Marsden 
Secondary  II 

One  might  refer  to  me  as  old 
As  I  look  back  upon  the  days 
When  I  was  young  and  bold 
As  youth  develops  in  its  ways 

I  found  myself  overwhelmed  with 
knowledge 

Facts  are  coming  at  me  fast  and 
furious 

What  will  it  be  like  when  I  get  to 
college 

For  I  was  always  very  curious 

The  one  thing  I  did  not  know 
Is  what  would  become  of  my  future 
I  try  not  to  let  these  feelings  show 
Yet  they  come  even  to  the  most 
mature 

I  have  come  very  far 

And  trust  me  it  was  hard  without  a 

car. 


Untitled 
by  Deniz  Barki 
Secondary  III 

A  profound  emerald  vision 
an  image  truly  genuine 
in  the  isolation  of  one's  intellect. 


Alicia  Diaz  de  la  Serna 


Winter 
by  Cora  Dean 
Grade  4 

Winter  white, 
Angel's  light. 
Happiness  on, 
Christmas  night. 

Winter  white. 
Time  is  light. 
Love  upon, 
Christmas  night. 

Winter  white. 
Stars  of  light, 

A  child  born  on, 
Christmas  night. 


Mon  Chat 
by  Maya  Kurowski 
Grade  5 

Mon  chat  est  mignon, 
mais  aussi  grognon. 

II  aime  jouer, 
mais  pas  rouler. 

II  aime  ronronner, 
au  lieu  de  sauter. 


The  Elephant  Seal 

by  Birgit  Devroye 
Grade  6 

The  elephant  seal 

The  elephant  seal 

Has  been  extinct  for  some  years 

And  has  come  back  for  some  other. 

With  his  long  floppy  nose 
And  his  striking  serious  pose. 

And  don't  forget  his  size. 

Big  and  bulky  as  he  lies. 


The  reality  of  an  embrace 
an  abandonment  ensuing 
pain  soothed  uniquely 
by  the  reassurance  of  the 
illusion 


Kiss 

by  Christine  Kostiuk 
Grade  5 


An  impression  which 
sustains  the  caress 
embalming  a  burning  wound 
to  be  sealed  solely 
when  the  shadow  connects  with 
entity. 


A  kiss 

Is  pure  bliss. 

It  helps  us  to  know 
That  we're  not  alone. 

It's  a  sign  that  they  care. 
And  they  are  always  there. 
A  kiss 

Is  pure  bliss. 


Le  Printemps 
par  Candice  Roscoe-Rumjahn 
ler  annee 

\n  printemps  les  ecureuils  viennent  sur  ma  rue.  Les  lapins  sortent  de  la 

terre  et  mangent  des  carrotes. 


And  when  it  comes  to  chosing  a  mate 
The  bulls. 

They  fight,  they  fight,  and  they  fight 

Until  one  lies  dead  in  the  shadows  of  the  night 

And  the  lady  is  left  for  the  winner. 

When  the  babies  are  born 

All  at  once  they're  in  danger 

For  the  bulls  do  not  care  for  the  pups. 

The  pups. 

They  cry,  they  cry,  and  they  cry 
When  the  bull  is  seen  crushing  them  up 
And  the  female  is  left  with  chagrin. 

What  kind  of  life  do  they  live 
These  elephant  seals 
These  elephant  seals 

Who  have  been  extinct  for  so  many  years 
And  have  come  back  for  some  other. 
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Schindler's  List 

by  Sarah  Shennib,  Tanya  No, 

Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna 
Secondary  IV 

Die  10.  Deutschklasse  hat  Schindler's  List  am  13.  April 
gesehen.  Dieser  Film,  die  Geschichte  von  Oskar  Schindler,  spielt 
in  Polen  waerhrend  des  2.  Weltkrieges. 

Wenn  der  Film  beginnt  sehen  wir  einen  sehr  geldgierigen 
Oskar  Schindler.  Erhateine  alte  Emalienwarenfabrik  gekauft.  In 
dieser  Fabrik  hat  er  viele  Juden  billing  einstellen  koennen.  Nach 
dem  Ueberfall  des  Krakauer  Gettos,  wurden  viele  Juden  in  die 
Arbeitslager  und  Konzentrationslager  geschickt.  Dann  begann 
Oskar  Schindler  mit  den  Juden  zu  sympathisieren.  Er  benutze 
sein  ganzes  Geld  seine  frueheren  Angestellten  und  seine  neuen 
Freunde  zu  retten. 

Oskar  Schindler  ist  ein  wirklicher  Held.  Er  hat  1100  Juden 
geholfen.  Es  war  nicht  ein  trockenes  Auge  im  Kino. 


Die  Stemtaler 
by  Barbara  Ciocca 
Secondary  III 

Es  war  einmal  ein  kleines  Maedchen,  dem  waren  Vater 
und  Mutter  gestorben,  und  es  war  so  arm,  dass  es  kein 
Kaemmerchen  mehr  hatte,  darin  zu  wohnen,  und  kein  : 
Bettchen  mehr,  darin  zu  schlafen  und  sie  hatte  auch  nichts  zu  : 
essen. 

Eines  Abends  als  sie  im  Wald  schlief,  kam  eine  gute  Fee  : 
und  half  dem  Maedchen.  Sie  sagte,  "Du  bist  ein  gutes  ; 
Maedchen,  ich  will  dir  helfen.  Dreh  dich  um."  Sie  drehte  sich 
und  sah  im  Baum  viele  Goldmuenzen. 

Sie  leuchteten  wie  Sterne.  In  einem  anderen  Baum  fand  sie 
zum  Essen.  Das  Maedchen  naJim  die  Goldmuenzen 
und  das  Essen  und  ging  zurueck  ins  Dorf.  Sie  kaufte  ein 
schoenes  Schloss  und  zwei  Wochen  spaeter  heiratete  ein 
Prinz  sie.  Und  wenn  sie  nicht  gestorben  sind,  dann  leben  sie 
noch  heute. 


Hallo,  ich  bin  Bana  Hamze  und  ich  wohne  in 
Montreal.  Es  ist  meine  Stadt.  Montreal  ist  in  Quebec, 
Kanada.  Es  ist  eine  schoene  Stadt.  Es  ist  eine 
Grosstadt.  2.5  Milionen  Menschen  wohnen  in 
Montreal.  Es  ist  Franzoesisch.  Montreal  hat  ein 
Olvmpiastadion  und  ein  Forum.  Wir  haben  zwei 
Sportmannschaften.  Die  Baseball  Mannschaft  heisst 
Expos,  und  die  Hockey  Mannschaft  ist  die  Canadiens. 
Wir  haben  viel  Schnee  im  Winter.  Ich  gehe  in  die 
Stadtmitte  zum  Einkaufen.  Ich  gehe  mit  meinen 
Freundinnen  ins  Kino.  Ich  spiele  Fussball,  fahre  Rad 
und  gehe  Rollschuhlaufen  in  Montreal.  Ich  gehe  in  die 
Altstadt,  "Alt  Montreal".  In  der  Altstadt  wir  haben 
einen  Flohmarkt  und  einen  "Alt  Hafen".  Ich  liebe 
meine  Stadt. 


Pluviasilva 

bv  Vivian  Lim 
Secondary  II 

Vites  omantur  cum  floribus, 

Altae  arbores,  porro,  ignavum  flumen, 

Indici  viri  indagant  dum  feminae  carpunt  fructus. 
Pluvia  refrlgerat  calidam  terram, 

Sol  siccat  sursum  nubes. 

Aura  anhelat  per  nostros  capillos, 

^  Viridia  folia,  magna  et  parva, 

Flos  ruber,  roseus,  caeruleus,  purpureus. 

Pisces  natant  in  oceano,  aves  volant  in  arbores, 
Animalia  et  insecti  in  humida  terra. 

Omnes  virides  plantae  reguntur  a  Cerere 
Sub  love  caeruleum  caelum. 


Meine  Stadt 
by  Bana  Hamze 
Secondary  II 


Freya  Mackenzie 
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Maerzferien 
by  Robyn  Yanofsky 
Secondary  II 
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a  meinen  Maerzferien,  ich  war  in  England. 

ch  bin  mit  achtzehn  Studenten  und  einem  Lehrer  und  zwei 

.ehrerinnen  nach  England  geflogen. 

ch  habe  im  Hotel  geschlafen. 

ch  habe  viele  Schloesser  und  Kirchen  gesehen. 

ch  bin  mit  dem  Auto  und  mit  der  Metro  gefahren. 

is  hat  viel  Spass  gemacht. 
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Lupus  me  terret 
by  Heather  Temoway 
Sec.  II 
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"Ferte  auxilium!"  clamo, 
"Lupus  me  terret!" 

Et  maneo  in  arbore 
Perterrita  descendere. 


...  .  JV: 

Cornelia  and  the  Wolf 

by  Julia  Carbone 
Secondary  II 


te 


Brevi  tempore. 
Lupus  discedit, 
Per  agros,  in  silvam, 
Et  sedet  prope  rivum. 


Descendo  ex  arbore, 
Curro  ad  villam. 
In  cubiculo  dormio 


Quod  eras  debeo  surgere  mane.  by  Carrie  Czerwinski 

Secondary  HI 


Lupus  nomine  Iulia  habitat  solus  in  silva.  Silva  est 
magnaet  terret  Iuliam.  Lupus  non  amathabitareibi.  Vult 
habitare  cum  Cornelia.  Vult  ludere  cum  ea. 

Mane  Cornelia  ambulat  in  silvam  natare  in  rivo 
frigido.  Lupus  conspicit  earn.  Dum  Cornelia  natat,  lupus 
spectat.  Secundahora  Cornelia  conspicit  lupum.  Est  non 
perterrita  et  revocat  lupum.  Lupus  venit. 

Ludunt  simul.  Brevi  tempore  defessae  sunt. 
Cornelia  inquit,  "Vale!"  et  e  silva  exit.  Iulia  est  laeta  et 
dormit  sub  arbore. 

Mother's  and  Daughter's  Day 


Die  Froschprinzessin 

by  Nina  Groenendaal 
Secondary  III 

Es  war  einmal  eine  Prinzessin 
und  sie  langweilte  sich  oft. 

Der  Vater  schenkte  ihr  einen  Ball  aus  Gold. 

Die  Prinzessin  spielte  jeden  Tag 
mit  dem  goldenen  Ball. 

Eines  Tages  rollte  der  Ball  in  einen  Brunnen 
und  die  Prinzessin  weinte. 

Ein  Frosch  tauchte  auf  und  wollte  einen  Kuss  haben. 


Cornelia:  Bonum  matutinum,  mater. 

Aurelia:  Bonum  matutinum. 

Cornelia:  Post  ientaculum  possumusne  facere 
aliquid  simul? 

Aurelia:  Quo  ire  vis?  Quid  vis  facere? 

Cornelia:  Forsitan  in  horto  possumus  cantare  et 
cessare  et  deinde  prandeamus! 

Aurelia:  Quae  tempestas  est? 

Cornelia:  Aprica  et  calida. 

Aurelia:  Mirabile  dictu!  Eugepae,  habebimus  diem 
magnum! 

Cornelia:  Eamus  ad  hortum. 

Aurelia:  Qui  cibus  tibi  gratissimus  est? 

Cornelia:  Crustum,  crustulum,  dulcia,  panicellus, 
rubus,  fraga,  melo,  persicum. 

Aurelia:  Portemus  paucas  ex  illis  rebus  nobiscum. 


Darin  wuerde  er  ihren  Ball  zurueckholen. 

Die  Prinzessin  kuesste  den  Frosch  und  er  verwandelte 
sich  sofort  in  einen  Koenigssohn. 

Der  Koeningssohn  und  die  Prinzessin  heirateten. 

Sie  kriegten  viele  Koenigskinder.  Die  spielten  jeden  Tag 
mit  dem  goldenen  Ball. 


Cornelia:  Mater,  habeo  mirabilem  diem  tecum. 
Aurelia:  Narra  me  de  eo!  Ego  te  amo,  Cornelia! 
Cornelia:  Ego  te  amo,  mater!  Mater,  illaecine 
canities? 

Aurelia:  Fortasse,  nonne  omnes  eas  habent?  Tam 
turbata  sum!  Valde  me  pudet!  Habeo  sedecim 
canities! 

Cornelia:  Illud  iterum  dicere  potes! 
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Winners  of  the 
Alexander  Hutchinson 
Competition: 

The  Lion  King 
by  Lauren  Goldman 
Grade  5 


If  you  look  carefully  into  your  subconscious  mind  and 
open  the  right  drawer,  you  will  find  that  there  is  much  more  to 
the  animal  race  than  the  cycle  of  life... 

Far  away  and  long  ago  on  the  unknown  island  of  Enigami 
were  animals  as  we  know  them  today  such  as  elephants, 
monkeys,  giraffes,  lions,  birds  of  all  kinds,  hyenas,  etc.  Most 
important  of  all  was  the  leopard.  The  leopard  was  the  king  of  the 
jungle.  His  ancestors  had  ruled  the  land  of  Enigami  happily  for 
as  long  as  one  can  remember.  One  after  another  they  had  passed 
down  the  royalty  to  a  member  of  the  family.  Now  the  king  was 
dying  and  he  had  no  one  to  pass  the  throne  to.  Yes,  there  were 
many  other  leopards  in  the  jungle,  but  none  worthy  enough  to 
take  his  place. 

Calling  upon  his  best  friend  and  most  trusted  adviser, 
Gwami  the  King  of  Apes,  he  told  him  of  his  problems.  Together 
they  sat  for  hours,  undisturbed  except  for  the  rare  occasions 
when  the  maid  popped  in  to  give  the  King  his  medicine .  By  noon, 
they  had  not  yet  found  a  solution. 

The  King  spent  days  searching  for  an  idea.  When  it  finally 
hit  him,  he  was  in  the  middle  of  his  afternoon  tea. 

"Eureka!"  he  cried,  spilling  all  his  tea.  The  maid,  who  did 
not  know  what  was  going  on,  ran  to  get  the  physician  and 
Gwami. 

After  a  brief  examination,  the  doctor  declared  he  was  fine 
and  permitted  him  to  see  Gwami. 

"I  have  the  solution!  We'll  make  an  obstacle  course!!" 

"I  fear  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean,  sire..." 

The  King  leaned  over  and  whispered  in  Gwami's  pierced 
ear,  "!!!*******?/////.  And  then  we'll . !!!!!!?*********!" 

"Brilliant,  sire!"  exclaimed  Gwami.  They  spent  the  whole 
next  week  planning  it.  When  it  was  done,  Gwami  and  the  King 
sat  down  to  admire  their  work.  All  the  Royal  Garden  had  been 
turned  into  what  looked  like  an  Olympic  site.  The  King  cleared 
his  throat  and  said,  "We'll  hold  the  tryouts  in  two  days.  That 
should  give  the  men  enough  time  to  get  in  shape!" 

Monday  morning,  leopards  of  all  shapes  and  sizes  were 
crowding,  pushing  and  shoving  in  the  Royal  Garden.  Many 
contestants  had  already  been  eliminated .  This  one  was  too  short, 
that  one  too  old,  this  one  too  fat  and  so  on. 

"Attention  contestants!"  blared  a  loud  voice  on  the 
bullhorn."  I  expect  the  following  rules  to  be  obeyed: 

No  shortcuts  are  to  be  taken  during  this  next  obstacle. 

No  pushing  your  opponents  into  any  swamps,  hedges  or 
anything  else. 

All  rules,  including  this  one,  must  be  obeyed. 

Let  the  games  begin!!!!!!" 

Lurking  in  the  line  was  a  panther,  a  very  sly  one  indeed. 
Sly  Sam  they  called  him.  He  was  preparing  for  the  race,  blankly 
ignoring  the  King's  rules.  Since  the  first  thing  was  a  physical  he 


had  many  bottles  of  whiskey.  He  planned  to  use  them  careful: 

"Hey  Herb!"  he  cried,  "And  you  too,  Pete!  Heck,  bring  ti 
whole  gang!" 

The  animals  gathered  around  Sly  Sam. 

"Since  we're  all  facing  a  very  strenuous  day-and-a-hall, 
thought  we  might  ease  up  a  bit!" 

He  produced  the  bottles  of  whiskey  from  inside  his  oi 
dated  trench-coat.  "Let's  celebrate!"  said  Sam. 

And  they  did.  Sam  made  sure  that  every  single  one 
them  (except  for  himself)  was  good  and  drunk  before  the 
names  were  called  to  the  medical  'office'  [a  closed  up  area  in  tl 
Royal  Garden]. 

None  of  the  drunk  men  were  approved. 

"Can't  have  a  drunk  ruling  our  island!"  the  physician  he 

said. 

"Good,"  thought  Sam,  "six  contestants  down,  but  st 
more  to  go." 

Many  contestants  did  not  pass  the  physical,  this  or| 
found  to  be  diabetic,  this  one  high  cholesterol,  and  so  on.  1 
everyone's  surprise,  not  many  men  were  left;  twelve  to  be  exac: 
Sly  Sam  was  one  of  them.  Enigami  did  not  have  good  doctor 
so  there  were  many  unknown  diseases. 

"We  have  decided  that  we  will  reduce  the  obstacles  to  om 
the  45km  dash.  Will  everyone  please  line  up  at  the  east  end  of  th, 
Royal  Garden?"  While  Sam  was  busy  plotting  away,  he  did  no 
notice  the  gang  crowding  around  the  patio  where  the  King  an 
guards  sat. 

"On  your  mark,  get  set,  go!" 

They  were  off.  Sam  wasted  no  time  causing  trouble.  H 
shoved  someone  into  a  bramble  bush,  giving  him  a  cut  so  dee 
he  had  to  limp  away. 

The  crowd  kept  getting  bigger... 

Push,  thump,  shove.  Sam  made  his  way  to  the  lead  b 
pushing  other  animals  into  a  moat. 

Bigger... 

There  it  was!  The  finish  line!  Cold  beads  of  sweat  wen 
sliding  off  his  forehead. 

Closer,  closer,  YES!  He  had  made  it! 

Where  was  everyone?  Casually,  he  walked  over  to  th» 
patio  and  was  greeted  by  these  words: 

"Mule!  Cheater!  Rug  rat!"  and  other  words  of  this  type| 

"What?  I-I  don't  understand!"  but  before  Sam  could  sa)| 
another  word,  the  guards  had  seized  him  and  were  carrying  hin 
off. 

"Gwami,  I  would  like  to  see  you  in  my  study."  said  thej 

King. 

"What  can  we  do?  The  doctor  said  my  symptoms  ar^ 
getting  worse." 

"I  fear  there  is  nothing  we  can  do,  sire.  Just  wait  and  hope, 
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>r  the  best." 

The  King  dismissed  Gwami  and  sat  alone  in  his  den.  The 
ing  leaned  back  and  closed  his  eyes. 

"Hope  for  the  best,  huh..."  he  murmured  before  he  drifted 
ff  into  a  deep  sleep. 

ATTENTION!  ATTENTION! 

Our  beloved  King  passed  away  last  night  while  sitting  in 
is  study. 

Doctor  Rotcod  said  he  did  not  expect... 

Gwami  sighed  as  he  put  down  the  Enigami  Post.  He  was 
le  last  person  who  had  spoken  to  the  King  before  he  passed 
way.  He  flipped  to  another  section  in  the  paper.  One  paragraph 
iught  his  eye:  'Births  and  Deaths'.  Gwami  noticed  that  there 
rere  only  two  articles.  He  compared  them: 

Births: 

Ebotnoos  Gnikey  Lion: 

9:02  p.m. 

May  16th,  1994. 


Deaths: 

Neebsah  A.  Gnikdoog  (The  King) 

9:02  p.m. 

May  16th,  1994. 

They  were  identical.  Gwami  quickly  traced  down  the 
family.  They  sat  down  while  Gwami  explained.  "It's  an  omen! 
Don't  you  see?  Your  son  was  meant  to  be  King!"  The  Ebotnoos 
let  it  sink  in  before  they  agreed  to  the  time  of  the  crowning. 

Gwami  spread  the  water  over  the  baby's  face.  The  baby 
giggled.  Gwami  kissed  and  blessed  the  baby  in  many  different 
languages.  "I  crown  you  King  of  Enigami." 

The  crowd  clapped  as  Gwami  placed  the  much-  too-  big 
crown  on  the  baby's  head. 

He  was  the  new  King  of  Enigami. 

*If  you  would  like  to  visit  the  island  of  Enigami,  just  open 
the  drawer  of  Enigami  spelt  backwards,  and  you  may  enter. 


Moving  Day 
by  Nadine  Ellman 
Secondary  II 


Today  was  my  last  day  in  this  house  and  in  this  city, 
lontreal.  My  dad's  architectural  firm  is  moving  and  were 
'oing  with  it!  My  mom  tells  me  to  look  at  our  moving  away  as 
|n  adventure,  an  experience,  a  new  phase  of  life!  Personally,  I 
-ke  things  the  way  they  are  and  I'm  not  interested  in  a  "new 
Ease  of  life"! 

So  here  I  am,  lying  in  my  beloved  bed  for  the  last  time 
ashing  it  weren't  true.  It's  useless  trying  to  count  sheep  or 
Tbbing  my  temples.  I  just  can't  fall  asleep  because  memories 
eep  flooding  my  mind. 

I  remember  my  first  day  in  Kindergarten.  Susan,  my 
;acher  at  the  time,  asked  me  my  name.  I  told  her  it  was 
tephanie  for  I  thought  it  was  the  most  beautiful  name  in  the 
Vorld!  It  did  not  take  her  a  long  time  to  figure  out  that  this  was 
ot  the  case,  because  every  time  she  called  out  my  magical  name, 
o  one  would  answer.  That  very  same  day,  I  decided  I  wanted 
best  friend.  So  I  scanned  the  room  for  the  nicest  five  year  old 
round  and  I  found  her.  Her  name  was  Brooke  Robby  and  she 
winkled  like  a  star  in  the  vast  dark  sky.  She  had  crystal  blue  eyes 
nd  long  ash  blond  hair.  I,  a  brunette,  promptly  became  ob- 
lessed  with  the  idea  of  having  blond  hair.  As  I  looked  back  down 
:om  the  wall  I've  been  spacing  out  on,  tears  fill  my  eyes. 

Brooke's  parents  divorced  one  year  later.  From  then  on, 
/e  couldn't  seem  to  get  along.  Soon  after,  she  moved  away  and 
ve  never  heard  from  her  since.  Did  you  know  she  never  came 
a  my  eighth  birthday?  I  had  a  huge  swimming  party  at  my 
'arents1  sports  club  and  that's  when  I  finally  learned  how  to  dive. 

Later  on,  we  ate  a  delicious  lunch  and  to  top  it  all  off,  as 
Ke  crowd  sang  happy  birthday,  a  mouth-watering  cake  ap- 
•eared  in  front  of  my  eyes.  I  swung  my  head  toward  the  candles, 
^s  the  air  from  my  lungs  was  making  its  way  toward  my  mouth, 
felt  a  sharp  brush  against  my  ear  and  a  hand  pulled  me 
>ackward.  It  was  my  mother.  She  breathed  a  deep  sigh  of  relief 
or  she  had  just  saved  me  from  disaster.  To  this  day,  she  repeats 


the  story  saying,  "If  I  had  come  a  split  second  later  your  hair 
would  have  caught  on  fire  and  God  knows  what  we  would  have 
done  then! "  My  sister,  Elise,  can  look  back  to  that  day  and  laugh, 
but  I  still  get  the  shivers  just  thinking  about  it! 

I  must  admit  though,  many  good  things  came  out  of  that 
birthday.  Mainly  the  presents!  I  got  a  basketball  and  my  first 
two-wheeled  bicycle.  I  remember  trying  to  teach  my  sister  how 
to  hold  and  shoot  the  basketball  when  I  myself  couldn't  do  any 
better!  I  remember  having  races  with  my  next  door 
neighbourgh,  Meridith,  in  our  driveway  with  our  bikes.  Her  and 
Elise  were  still  on  their  training  wheels  and  that  gave  me  a  sense 
of  great  superiority. 

It's  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  and  I  haven't  slept  a  wink. 
I  come  out  on  my  old  decaying,  paint-chipped,  rusted-out  bal¬ 
cony  and  watched  the  sunrise.  I  have  an  inexplicable  feeling 
inside.  It's  growing  on  me.  I  can't  imagine  it  now.  I  know  what 
it  is.  The  only  word  I  can  find  to  describe  it  is,  goodbye.  Goodbye 
to  Brooke.  Goodbye  to  Meridith.  Goodbye  to  my  eighth  birth¬ 
day  and  the  two-wheeled  bicycle.  Goodbye  to  you  old  balcony. 
The  sun  shine  in  your  life  and  the  rain  that  poured  over  you, 
we've  felt  together. 

I  know  what  my  mom  means  now.  This  morning  away 
is  indeed  a  new  phase  of  life.  In  order  for  me  to  go  on  to  this  new 
phase,  I  have  to  say  goodbye  to  the  old  one.  Goodbye  to  a 
childhood  that  nurtured  me,  guided  me,  allowed  me  innocence 
and  purity.  It's  all  part  of  growing  up  I  guess.  As  I  walk  back  into 
my  room,  I  notice  a  picture  still  hanging  up  on  my  wall.  I  look 
very  closely  at  it  and  see  my  sister,  Meridith,  and  all  the  other 
kids  who  attended  my  eighth  birthday  party.  I  hold  it  close  to  me 
and  hug  it,  as  though  it  were  a  person.  I  kneel  down  by  my  bed, 
open  my  blue  duffel  bag  and  delicately  place  the  picture  in  my 
clothes,  as  though  it  were  a  precious  jewel.  I  place  my  fingers  on 
the  small  black  zipper  and  close  it. 
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The  Skeleton  in  Uniform 

by  Cristina  Remond 
Secondary  I 


Our  school.  The  Study,  had  been  under  construc¬ 
tion  for  some  time.  The  new  part  of  the  building  was  more 
or  less  complete,  inside  and  out,  and  so  the  students  and 
the  teachers  were  moving  school  supplies  and  suchlike 
into  the  new  classrooms. 

Joanna  and  I  were  helping  our  geography  teacher, 
Mrs.  Ewing,  put  away  some  books  in  the  building.  "Now 
girls,  can  you  please  put  these  extra  text  books  into  the 
new  teachers'  supply  cupboard,  near  the  middle  school 
staircase?  Nodding  our  heads,  we  took  a  stack  of  heavy 
books  and  struggled  down  the  stairs. 

"Here,"  I  said,  "this  must  be  it,"  spotting  a  closet. 

"Are  you  sure?  There  aren't  any  other  books  here," 
said  Joanna. 

"Yes ,  I  am  sure,"  I  replied. 

We  put  the  books  down  in  a  neat  pile.  When  I 
stood  up  I  noticed  that  a  brick  was  missing  in.  thd  back  of 
the  cupboard  wall.  I  put  my  hand  on  the  brick  beside  the 
space  and  it  moved. 

"Joanna,  look!" 

"What  is  it?"  she  asked. 

"There  is  a  missing  brick  in  the  wall  anc 
around  it  are  all  crumbly."  Joanna  moved 
make  a  closer  inspection. 

"You're  right!" 
minute....... there  is  a  hollow 

"Why  don't  \ 
left  of  lunch,"  I  sugge 

Joanna  , 


minutes 


asked. 


We  began  pulling  at  the  loose  bricks  and  gradu¬ 
ally  the  opening  grew.  We  started  talking  about  what  we 
might  find,  and  as  I  was  bending  down  to  add  a  brick  to  the 
pile  on  the  floor,  I  heard  a  scream.  When  I  looked  up,  I  saw 
Joanna  standing  there  pale  as  a  sheet  and  trembling. 
"Joanna,  Joanna,  are  you  okay?"  But  she  seemed  to  be  in  a 
daze.  "What  is  it,  what  happened?"  I  asked.  Wordlessly 
she  lifted  a  shaking  finger  and  pointed  at  something  in  the 
closet. 

The  rest  of  the  wall  had  caved  in,  leaving  a  gaping 
hole.  In  it  was  a  skeleton.  I  was  hardly  able  to  stifle  my 
own  scream.  The  skeleton  was  wearing  a  ragged,  tom, 
dusty  and  moth  eaten  Study  uniform  complete  with  a 
white  shirt  and  tie  and  all.  I  grabbed  hold  of  the  closet  door 
and  slammed  it  shut. 

Although  we  were  in  a  state  of  shock,  Joanna  and 
I  made  it  down  to  Mrs.  Marshall,  our  headmistress'  office. 
We  were  greeted  by  Pattie  Edwards,  the  school 
secretary. "Why  girls,"  she  said,  "whatever  is  the  matter?" 

"We  need  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Marshall,"  said  Joanna, 
trying  to  recover  herself,  "it's  very  important." 

I  m  afraid  Mrs.  Marshall  is  at  a  meeting,  but  I'll 
tell  her  to  get  back  to  you  girls." 


"Wait,  Miss  Edwards,"  I  said  with  an  air  of  urgency,  "this 
is  an  emergency....  a  real  emergency." 

"Well,  if  it's  all  that  important.  I'll  try  to  get  hold  of  her," 
replied  Miss  Edwards. 

When  we  met  Mrs.  Marshall,  she  seemed  quite 
concerned, "Whatever  is  the  matter  girls?"  she  asked  in  a  tone  of 
curious  impatience. 

"Mrs.  Marshall,  you  must  come  with  us,  it  is  gravely 
important,"  I  said. 

"Very  well,"  she  said  as  she  followed  us. 

"As  we  made  our  way  to  the  closet  we  tried  to  prepare 
her  for  the  shock.  When  we  neared  the  staircase,  I  went  forward 
and  quietly  opened  the  cupboard  door.  Mrs.  Marshall  sup¬ 
pressed  a  shriek.  After  she  calmed  down  we  returned  to  her 
office  and  told  her  how  we  came  about  finding  the  skeleton.  She 
then  called  a  staff  meeting  and  we  had  to  explain  it  all  over  again. 
All  the  members  were  speechless.  Mrs.  Marshall  then  told  us  not 
to  tell  a  single  soul.  Mr.  McCauley  then  inspected  the  skeleton 
and  confirmed  that  it  was  that  of  a  female. 

The  police  were  summoned  and  with  them  came  an 
archaeologist  and  numerous  undercover  detectives.  Mrs. 
Marshall  had  requested  that  they  be  in  plain  clothes  so  as  not  to 
arouse  suspicions  among  the  students  and  parents. 

Later  in  the  afternoon,  we  received  a  report  that,  much 
to  everyone’s  dismay,  concluded  that  it  was  the  skeleton  of  a  girl 
who  had  died  at  about  16  years  of  age. 

Over  the  course  of  the  next  few  weeks,  the  school  was  in 
a  great  state  of  turmoil.  There  were  not-so-well  disguised  detec¬ 
tives  throughout  the  building.  Sometimes  they  would  be  dis¬ 
guised  as  construction  workmen,  or  new  substitute  teachers  and 
even  as  additional  kitchen  staff.  But  you  would  usually  find  a 
police  officer  or  two,  in  the  staff  room,  drinking  all  the  coffee. 

A  massive  investigation  into  the  present  where-abouts 
of  every  Study  girl  was  conducted  by  the  investigating  team.  Old 
photo  albums  and  yearbooks  were  spread  over  the  tables  in  the 
library.  Old  class  lists  were  tacked  on  to  makeshift  bulletin 
boards  and  the  school  suddenly  acquired  the  telephone  directo¬ 
ries  of  every  major  city  in  Canada,  the  United  States  and  most 
countries  in  Europe. 

After  computer  class  one  morning,  Joanna  and  I  were 
behind  the  class  and  as  we  walked  to  the  door,  the  plastic  model 
skeleton  used  for  Biology  class  caught  my  attention.  "Joanna!"  I 
exclaimed,  "I  think  I  have  an  explanation." 

I  ran  at  full  speed  to  the  office.  "Mrs.  Marshall,"  I  said,  "I 
need  the  records  of  all  purchases  made  by  the  Biology  depart¬ 
ment." 

She  gave  me  a  puzzled  look,  but  let  me  look  through  the 
purchases  book.  When  I  found  what  I  wanted,  I  rushed  back  to 
Joanna  and  we  went  over  to  the  cupboard .  The  skeleton  had  long 
been  removed .  I  searched  all  corners  of  the  hollow  space  and  was 
rewarded  when  I  found  a  small  black  book  in  the  far  comer.  It 
was  very  dusty  and  the  pages  were  brittle  and  yellowed.  It  was 
the  notebook  of  the  first  biology  teacher.  I  eagerly  turned  to  the 
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date  April  1st,  1927.  When  I  read  the  contents,  I  began 
laughing.  I  laughed  so  hard  I  couldn’t  stop.  It  was  just  too 
funny.  I  fell  helplessly  to  the  floor  laughing  away. 

Meanwhile,  Joanna  was  staring  at  me  with  a  look  of 
utter  bewilderment,  I  explained  it  all  to  Joanna  and  Mrs. 

Marshall. 

"You  see,"  I  began,  "back  in  the  early  20th  century,  real 
skeletons  were  used  to  conduct  Biology  classes,  and  this  is  my 
reason  for  wanting  to  check  the  school  records,  you  see.  There 
was  an  entry  that  the  Biology  department  had  made  a 
purchase  from  a  hospital,  our  bony  friend,  the  skeleton.  On 
April  Fool's  Day,  some  girls  dressed  up  the  skeleton,  which 
just  happened  to  be  of  a  16  year  old  girl,  in  a  Study  uniform 
and  surprised  the  teacher.  Now,  at  the  time,  someone  came  up 
with  the  brilliant  idea  that  we  should  use  plastic  models  for 
teaching  and  not  the  real  thing.  Another  purchase  was 
recorded,  this  time  from  the  synthetics  lab.  And  so  old  bony 
was  shoved  into  a  closet,  uniform  and  all,  along  with  this 
notebook.  And  both  were  forgotten  about.  So  much  so,  that 
the  closet  got  bricked  over,  with  the  skeleton  in  it.  You  will 
find  it  written  in  this  notebook.  So,  you  see,  an  April  Fool's 
prank  has  become  a  murder  mystery." 

And  so  peace  returned  to  The  Study.  The  photo  albums  and  yearbooks  were  once  more  put  away.  The  massive  collection 
of  telephone  books  disappeared  and  gone  were  the  strange  construction  workers,  new  substitute  teachers  and  extra  kitchen  staff. 
The  staff  could  once  again  drink  their  own  coffee  and  the  skeleton  was  happily  donated  to  a  museum. 

Mrs.  Marshall,  Joanna  and  I  looked  at  each  other  and  Mrs.  Marshall  said  with  a  sigh,  "Thank  goodness  the  press  didn't  find 

out!" 


Fortes  Fortuna  Iuvat 
by  Nadine  Ellman 
Secondary  II 

Alexandra  est  bella  nympha  quae  habitat  in  silva, 
prope  Marci  et  Sexti  villam  rusticam.  Mane,  Alexandra 
audit  puerum  qui  clamat  et  ridet  servum  quendam. 
Alexandra  vult  scire  cur  puer  ridet  et  vexat  servum. 

Obtegit  se  velut  ancillam  et  iacit  se  in  piscinam  et 
simulat  nescire  quomodo  natare.  Pueri  ancillam 
conspiciunt  et  audiunt  earn.  Ancilla  clamat,  "Ferte 
auxilium!"  Interea,  Sextus  ridet  et  inquit,  "Marce,  specta 
illam  fatuam  ancillam  quae  immergit  in  piscinam." 
Marcus  statim  currit  ad  piscinam  et  servat  earn.  Arripit 
ramum  et  trahit  earn  foras. 

Alexandra  est  madida  et  revelat  se  pueris. 
Alexandra  inquit,  "Marce,  tu  es  puer  fortis  et  amicus,  sed 
Sextus  est  ignavus  et  humilis."  Alexandra  Marco  donat 
aurum  quod  fortes  fortuna  iuvat! 


A  Dialogue  between  Two  Teenaged  Girls 


by  Katherine  Kostiuk 
Secondary  III 


Tinnitus,  tinnitus! 

"Salve?" 

"Salve!  Est  ego  Caterina!  Quid  agis?  Vocavi  te  quod 
volui  dicere  salve!" 

"Minime  mea  interest!  Tam  turbata  sum,  quod  pluit 

foras." 

"Hui!  Amo  pluviam!  Amo  hanc  tempestatem: 
turbulent  a,  calida,  ventosa,  tonitruum  et  fulmen." 

"At  odi  pueros  .  .  ." 

"Hui!" 

"Non  in  animo  habeo  id  ita." 

"Minime?  Quomodo?" 

"Sibi .  . .  Nescio,  alii  sibi  consulunt  et  placent,  sed  alii 
sunt  miri  et  suaves!" 

"Quid  accidit  hodie  ad  scholam?” 

"Nihil!  Sed  . .  ." 

"Sed  quid?" 

"Amo  ex-iuvenis  mei  amicum!" 

"Fi  vera!" 

"Ita  me  di  ament!" 

"Est  mendax,  fraudator  et  etiam  subblanditor!  Pueri 
de  una  re  solum  cogitant." 

Sed  is  venustissimus  est!" 

"Scio— cogito  .  .  .  amo  etiam  eum." 

"Quid?  Videbam  eum  ante  te!  Minime,  mane! 

Nonne  iocaris?" 

"Quis  scire  vult!?" 


"Ego!" 

"Me  paenitet!  Amo  eum  etiam!" 

"Odiosa  mihi  es!  Numquam  postea  te  videre  aut  audire 
volo— I  in  malam  crucem!" 

"Mane!  Adhucne  amicae  esse  possumus?" 

"Minime,  adhuc  amicae  esse  non  possumus!  Vale!" 
Quinque  post  minuta:  Tinnitus,  tinnitus! 

"Salve?" 

"Salve.  Tam  turbata  sum!  Valde  me  pudet!  Me 
paenitet!  Cogito  .  .  .  habeo  malum  diem  propter 
tempestatem!" 

"Ignosco  te.  Tu  es  optima  arnica  mea." 

"Gratiae!  Tu  es  etiam  optima  arnica  mea!" 

"Non  amo  ex-iuvenis  mei  amicum  iam,  sed  alius  puer 
est  bellus,  dulcis  et  intellegens." 

"Cuius  coloris  sunt  eius  crines?" 

"Habet  crines  spadices." 

""Cuius  coloris  sunt  eius  oculi?" 

"Habet  oculos  virides!" 

"Noscisne  eum?" 

"Minime— est  praeceptor  musicae." 

"Debeo  ire!" 

"Me  voca  eras!" 

"Nihil  mali— te  serius  videbo,  habe  bonum  diem!" 

"Vale!" 

"Vale!" 
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Un  vaccin  contre  le  racisme 


gar  Sarah  Temoway 
Secondaire  V 


Depuis  le  debut  des  temps,  les  etres  humains  ont  voulu  se 
declarer  superieurs  a  d'autres.  Cet  egoisme  a  cree  de  l’animosite 
et  des  tendances  racistes. 

II  y  a  toujours  eu  des  personnes  de  genres  differents.  Le 
racisme  a  commence  parce  que  les  diveres  tribus  etaient 
terrifiees  par  leurs  voisins.  Ces  gens  n'etaient  pas  comme  eux,  et 
ils  en  avaient  peur.  A  cette  epoque,  les  gens  voyageaient  peu, 
mais  ils  savaient  quand  meme  que  des  cultures  et  des  peuples 
differents  existaient. 

L'age  de  l'exploration  a  beaucoup  aide  le  racisme  a 
avancer  dans  la  societe.  Quand  les  explorateurs  rencontraient 
un  nouveau  peuple,  ils  sen  mefiaient  immediatement.  Ils 
prenaient  des  esclaves  parmi  les  indigenes,  ei  ils  les  tuaient.  Tout 
cela  donnait  aux  peuple  du  Nouveau  Monde  une  tres  bonne 
raison  de  hair  les  Europeens.  Et  les  explorateurs,  en  abaissant  la 
dignite  des  indigenes,  ont  demontre  leur  dedain  et  leur 
insensibilite. 

Pendant  les  annees  qui  ont  suivi,  les  sentiments  racistes  se 
sont  exacerbes.  L'esclavage  etait  un  commerce  lucratif,  et  parce 
que  ces  esclaves  etaient  presque  toujours  dune  nationality 
differents  de  celle  de  leur  maitre,  la  domination  encouragee  par 
les  relations  maitre-esclave  a  fait  avancer  le  racisme.  Meme  plus 
tard,  quand  les  esclaves  ont  ete  liberes,  cette  antipathie  a 
continue. 

Le  racisme  peut  etre  decrit  comme  une  maladie  qui  tue, 
qui  detruit,  qui  se  repand  dans  notre  societe  dans  des 
proportions  epidemiques.  II  n’y  a  pas  de  medicament 
miraculeux  qui  peut  nous  guerir  de  cette  affliction  destructrice. 
Mais  il  y  a  quand  meme  une  fa^on  de  la  combattre. 

Luna 

by  Giulia  El-Dardiry 
Secondary  II 


Les  differences  que  nous  percevons  entre  les  "races" 
n'existent  que  dans  nos  tetes.  II  n’y  a  pas  reellement  des  races 
differentes  appartenant  a  l'espece  humain.  II  y  a  des  races  de 
chien,  des  races  de  vaches,  mais  cette  distinction  n'existe  pas 
chez  nous.  Nous,  les  humains,  sommes  tous  de  la  meme  race, 
et  il  n'y  a  done  pas  de  raison  pour  expliquer  le  racisme. 

Mais  cette  idee  reste  dans  le  cerveau  des  gens,  que 
certaines  personnes  sont  inferieurs,  ou  bien  dangereuses,  a 
cause  des  differences  perques.  Et  on  ne  peut  pas  changer  les 
pensees  de  tout  le  monde  en  une  seule  joumee. 

Nous  devons  quand  meme  essayer  de  guerir  cette 
maladie  sociale.  Chaque  personne  doit  commencer  en 
eliminer  elle-meme  ses  propres  pensees  racistes,  et  en 
indiquant  poliment  aux  autres  leurs  erreurs.  C'est  en 
deracinant  notre  racisme  interne  qu'on  peut  repandre  la 
tolerance. 

Tout  le  monde  devrait  avoir  acces  a  une  education 
"intemationale",  qui  nous  encourage  a  apprecier  les  autres 
cultures.  Cen'estpaslecas  maintenant.  Les  programmes  des 
ecoles  americaines,  canadiennes  et  les  autres  pays  sont  bases 
sur  la  culture  locale  et  rien  d'autre.  Si  on  ne  connait  pas  le 
mode  de  vie  des  autres  gens,  on  ne  les  comprendra  jamais.  Et 
si  on  ne  les  comprend  pas,  on  va  sen  mefier,  et  on  deviendra 
raciste. 

La  responsabilite  personnelle  et  leducation  globale 
sont  notre  vaccin  contre  le  racisme.  Mais  un  vaccin  ne  peut 
elimner  une  maladie  que  si  tout  le  monde  l'utilise,  et  c'est 
notre  tache  de  le  distribuer. 

Early  In  the  Morning 

by  Julia  Carbone 
Secondary  I 


Les  Verbes  de  LTnfinitif 


Luna  est  sol  noctis, 

Custodes  eius  sunt  stellae. 

Venit  et  it, 

Sed  est  semper  ibi. 

Ego  amo  lunam. 

Quod  audit  mea  optata. 

Misera  sum  ubi  venit  dies. 

Sed  ego  scio:  ilia  luna  semper  venit  nocte. 

Vent 

par  Shannon  Smith 
5e  annee 

Souffle  vent,  souffle 
Joue  avec  les  feuilles,  souffle 
Dit  moi  comment,  souffle 
Comment  tu  apportes  les  oiseaux,  souffle 
Vole,  va,  reviens,  souffle 
Il  est  tres  tard,  arret 
C'est  le  temps  d'etre  calme,  soufffle. 


par  Anya  Taraboulsy 
5e  annee 

Avoir  et  etre 
Sont  des  auxiliaires 
Pouvoir  et  voir 
Pourquoi  pas  revoir 
Dire,  lire,  et  fuire 
Veulent  nous  faire  courir. 
On  doit  savoir 
Faire  des  pouvoirs 
Pour  tout  savoir 
Les  verbes  de  l'infinitif. 


Le  Chat 


It's  early  in  the  morning. 
Everyone  still  sleeps. 

The  sun  is  slowly  rising. 

Up  in  the  sky  it  creeps. 

The  air  is  fresh  and  cool. 

The  dew  lay  on  the  grass. 
The  water  shimmers  in  the  pool. 
The  sun  soon  shines  like  brass. 

I  peek  outside  my  window. 
And  breathe  the  good  fresh  air. 
Off  the  trees  the  leaves  blow. 
Leaving  them  all  bare. 

The  moon  has  gone  away. 
The  sun  must  warm  the  day. 


par  Monica  Chan 
ler  annee 


Il  etait  une  fois  un  petit  chat.  Il  etait  tout  doux.  Le  chat  aimait  manger  les  souris. 
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The  Metaphor 
by  Myriam  Fredette 
Secondary  V 


Little  Gentlemen  in  Tuxedos 

by  Jennifer  Errunza 
Grade  6 

Far  in  the  Arctic 
Where  it's  very,  very  cold 
Many  little  gentlemen 
Are  going  for  a  stroll. 

They're  always  dressed 
For  a  ball 
Tuxedo  and  all. 

Their  sharp  little  beaks 
And  little  webbed  feet 
Are  all  very  useful 
When  it's  time  to  eat. 

They  dive  in  the  water 
As  swiftly  as  can  be 
To  grab  their  prey 
By  the  light  of  day. 

The  fish  are  all  gone 
Nothing  left  for  you  or  me. 

For  their  favorite  dish 
Is  a  fat  floppy  fish. 

They  plunge  and  they  plunge, 
They  don't  mind  the  frigid  waters 
For  they  spend  most  of  the  year 
Swimming  like  the  otters. 

As  the  day  passes  on 
It  gets  darker  and  darker. 

All  the  little  gentlemen 
come  waddling 
out  of  the  water. 

They  find  a  nice  spot 
To  settle  down  for  the  night. 

Do  you  think  they  might 
Like  to  say  good  night? 

Flere  in  the  Arctic 
Where  it's  very,  very  cold. 

Live  many  little  gentlemen 
Their  story  has  been  told. 


I  am  the  unfinished  sculpture  of  a 
naked  woman  standing  in  an  artist's 
studio.  Moulded  by  the  hands  of  my 
parents  and  eternally  altered  by  all  those 
who  pass  by.  I  stand  exposed  like  a  statue 
on  the  street  corner.  I  am  amorphous  at 
first  but  slowly  I  become  distinct  as  the 
characteristics  of  my  face  and  body  take 
shape.  In  these  characteristics,  my  heart 
and  mind  are  reflected  for  all  those  who 
care  to  look. 

My  skin  is  as  yet  rough  and 
unpolished,  but  my  eyes  search  endlessly 
and  lovingly  for  a  smile  to  match  my  own. 
In  my  search,  I  reach  out,  arms  open: 
waiting  to  embrace  the  world. 

My  naked  body  is  vulnerable,  yet  I 
stand  erect  and  keep  my  head  up  high 
with  a  direct  gaze.  I  stare  straight  in  front 
of  me.  I  am  strong  despite  this  nakedness. 

I  am  the  unfinished  sculpture  of  a 
naked  woman  standing  in  an  artist's 
studio,  moulded  and  remolded  by  all 
those  who  care  and  all  those  who  do  not. 
They  do  not  realize  the  permanence  of  the 
carvings  they  have  imprinted  on  me.  Yet 
as  they  chip  away  at  my  surface,  I  attempt 
to  guide  the  movements  of  their  hands.  It 
is  these  hands  that  exploit  the  potential 
texture  lying  under  my  skin. 


Most  of  the  outsiders  who  tamper 
with  my  exterior,  pass  with  blind  eyes. 
Lortunately,  some  stop  and  take  the  time 
to  stare  back.  They  notice  the  intricate 
detail  hidden  subtly  behind  my  long  hair 
and  they  wonder,  as  I  do,  if  the  long 
strands  are  simply  covering  my 
vulnerability,  or  if  I  am  hiding  behind 
them.  Some  are  intimidated  by  my  gaze, 
my  stare,  and  run  away  frightened.  They 
are  frightened  by  the  forwardness  of  my 
outstretched  limbs  and  of  what  they  do 
not  understand.  But  especially,  they  are 
frightened  by  what  they  do  not  take  the 
time  to  understand. 

My  susceptibility  may  even 
frighten  them,  for  there  is  hidden 
potential  in  what  they  see  before  them. 

Some  take  advantage  of  the 
vulnerability  staring  them  in  the  face. 
Even  fewer  get  trapped  in  my  eyes  and 
extended  limbs.  My  elongated  finger  tips. 
Like  a  blind  woman,  I  reach  out  to  feel 
their  comfort  and  reassure  myself.  These 
are  the  strangers  with  whom  I  share  my 
soul.  They  are  the  few  who  stop  to  caress 
my  incomplete  figure. 

I  am  the  unfinished  sculpture  of  a 
naked  woman  standing  in  an  artist's 
studio,  waiting  to  be  discovered. 
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®Ij  e  l^itljereb  &ose 
Pip  (©libia  ILi 

®PPs  biljiclj  once  pelb  moisture, 

®tob  bent  uuber  eberp  tonclj, 

.  ^Ijts  blind}  brought  so  mud)  pleasure 
^otustaubs  oh  olb  soils:,  neber  asluttg  for  mud). 

^  fStoeet  aiib  scentless  babp's  breatljs 
j£  Cling  onto  its:  stem, 

^ub  otljer  leadings  bepenb  anb  rest 
SJpon  tins  frail  spstem 
^Oicb  slept  sonoriouslp  Uiitb  tlje  air 
fmibst  Uiljtdj  no  goob  is  fair. 

Pip  contrast,  tips  flotuer 
)iPtljers  in  eternal  peate 
Sub  tins  Uiljite  rose  sebers 
Jfalling  insibe  its  creases. 

piroUmeblp  turning  on  itself 
Wjts  ancient  perfume  laib 
IMjile  pebals  floateb  onto  tlje  sljelf  f 
Mjere  little  boas  unscatljeb, 

£lnb  Uiljere  silent  pressures  Straiueb] 

1  Siutil  no  innocence  remaineb. 

K\*. 

^>till  bp  Inch,  tins  jeluel  bias  rescueb| 

Slnb  placeb  belicatelp  in  a  base  | _ 

Mjere  it  Uias  not  bp  bjinbs  pursueb 
Snb  Uiljere  it  coulb  linger  in  an  ultimate  Ijaje,  P 


Jfabing,  albiaps  fabing, 
^itIjering...U)itIjering... 


I « 
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Me 

by  Rosemarie  Monge 
Seondary  II 

Ego  sum  puella,  nomine  Rosemarie.  Ego  habeo  unam 
matrem,  unum  patrem  et  duos  fratres.  Mea  mater  est  nomine 
Rose  Mary.  Meus  pater  est  nomine  Juan  Carlos.  Unusfrater 
est  nomine  Juan  Carlos  quoque.  Alter  frater  est  nomine 
Fernando  Antonio.  Fernando  et  Juan  Carlos  et  Pater  et  Mater 
boni  sunt,  sed  Fernando  saepe  lacrimat.  Juan  Carlos  est  in 
Lower  Canada  College.  Juan  Carlos  est  bonus  frater  et 
Fernando  etiam  bonus  frater  est.  Ego  sum  sola  filia. 

Nos  habitamus  in  Westmount,  sed  ego  arnicas  in 
Washington,  D.C.  et  in  St.  Louis  habeo.  Ego  ad  eas  epistulas 
scribo.  Mea  mater  et  meus  pater  habent  arnicas  et  amicos  in 
Washington,  D.C.  et  in  St.  Louis  quoque. 

Mea  mater  est  bona  mater  et  est  mea  arnica.  Meus  pater 
est  bonus  pater  etiam.  Ego  eos  omnes  amo. 


Meine  Schule 

by  Caroline  Marsden 
Secondary  II 

Meine  Schule  ist  The  Study.  The  Study  ist  in  Westmount 
auf  der  Boulevard  Strafie.  The  Study  ist  eine  Maedchenschule. 
Da  sind  ungefaehr  einhundert  Schuelerinnen  in  der  Oberschule. 

The  Study  ist  eine  kleine  Schule.  Es  ist  eine  Englische 
Schule.  Die  Schulordnung  ist  strickt.  Rauchen  ist  strengstens 
verboten.  Mein  Klassenunterricht  beginnt  um  8:15  Uhr  und 
Schulschluss  ist  um  3:15  Uhr  am  Nachmittag.  Es  besteht 
Schulpflicht.  Meine  Lieblingszeit  ist  die  Pause.  Mein 
Lieblingsfach  ist  Deutsch. 

In  der  Study  Schule  die  Deutschlehrerin  ist  Frau 
Sutherland.  Ich  habe  eine  Schuluniform.  Die  ist  huebsch.  Die 
Ausbildung  ist  gut! 


Te  Suis  Une  Dent 

Ildiko  Tokes 
Secondary  I 


Bonjour!  Je  m'appelle  Tridentine,  et  je  suis  une  dent. 
Une  molaire,  plus  precisement.  Si  vous  pensez  que  votre  vie 
est  difficile,  eh,  bien!  Ecoutez-moi  un  peu,  vous  verrez  que  la 
mienne  n'est  pas  du  gateau,  non  plus! 

Chaque  matin,  je  me  reveille  dans  la  bouche  de  Julie, 
et  croyez-moi,  ce  n'est  pas  plaisant,  car  elle  a  tres  mauvais 
haleine!  Heureusment,  apres  m'avoir  epuisee  en  me  faisant 
macher  des  roties  et  du  beurre  d’arachide,  Julie  m'arrose  dun 
liquide  bleute  qui  me  rafraichit.  Je  pense  que  cela  s'appelle 
Schop,  ou  Scoppe. 

Puis,  elle  introduit  dans  sa  bouche  une  bete 
monstrueuse,  garnie  de  poils  enormes,  enduite  d'une  epaisse 
creme,  et  elle  nous  frotte,  mes  freres,  soeurs  et  moi,  en  creant 
une  drole  de  mousse.Apres  ce  rituel  quotidien,  j'ai  quelques 

I  Ine  Grenouille  Bredouille 

by  Majdala  Geoffrion 
Grade  5 

Une  grenouille  bredouille 
S'en  va  par  la  et  se  mouille. 

Elle  s'est  mouille  dans  une  douille 
Plein  des  nouilles  qui  bouillent. 

La  maman  entre  en  chantant 
Et  en  marchant,  clopin-clopant. 

Elle  capote  a  cause  de  1'elephant 
Et  du  soleil  aveuglant. 


heures  de  paix,  interrompues  quelquefois  par  une  drole  de  boule 
rose  et  moelleuse,  qui  colle  partout,  que  Julie  mastique  avec 
ardeur. 

Plus  tard,  elle  m’oblige  a  ecraser  des  tranches  de  pain 
avec  du  jambon  recouvert  d'une  creme  jaune  et  forte.  Surtout,  ne 
me  demandez  pas  ce  que  c'est!  Cette  torture  est  heureusement 
suivi  de  quelques  heures  de  repose  bien  meritees.  Puis,  vient  une 
armee  d’objets  bizarres  et  chauds,  comme  du  poulet,  que  je  dois 
aplatir. 

Ma  journee  s'acheve  avec  une  deuxieme  visite  de  la  bete 
poilue,  mais  cette  fois-ci,  elle  est  accompagnee  dun  drole  de 
serpent  mince  et  blanc,  que  Julie  s  efforce  a  inserer  entre  mes 
voisins  et  moi. 

Je  vous  le  dis,  etre  une  dent  n'est  pas  dentant . euh,  tentant! 

Fgo.  Beatrish 
by  Beatrish  Pacher 
Secondary  II 

Ego  sum  puella, 
puella  est  discipula, 
discipula  est  laeta, 
laeta  sum  ego. 

Ego  sum  loquax, 

loquax  sum  ego, 

ego  numquam  desino  meum  sermonem 
et  magistra  fit  irata. 


Son  amie  Mme  Souris  rit 
A  cause  du  grain  de  riz 
Qui  lui  souris 
En  portant  des  bigoudis. 


"A  friend  is  a  present  you  give  yourself"  -  Talia  Brott 
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Liebe  Anna! 


Pit  und  Susi 


by  Deniz  Barki  by  Derev  Antikacioglu 

Secondary  III  Secondary  IV 


Liebe  Anna!  Montreal,  den  7.  Februar  1994 

Entschuldige,  dass  ich  nicht  oefters  schreibe  aber  ich  habe 
viel  Arbeit. 

Ich  habe  einen  neuen  Freund.  Er  heisst  Amy.  Sein 
Lieblingshobby  ist  kochen  und  er  ist  ein  sehr  guter  Koch.  Ich  liebe 
seinen  Kartoffelsalat! 

Heute  nachmittag  ging  ich  mit  meinen  Freunden  in  die 
Disco.  Weisst  Du  was  ich  anzog?  Also,  ich  habe  einen  schoenen 
Rock  getragen  und  Amy  hat  die  Jeans  getragen.  Ja,  er  war  auch 
da  und  wir  haben  getanzt.  Dann  habe  ich  ihn  mit  nach  Hause 
gebracht.  Meine  Schwester  war  auch  da  und  sie  hat  mit  meinen 
Eltem  ueber  Amy  gesprochen.  Ich  habe  gesagt,  "Amy  ist  sehr 
nett."  Aber  meine  Eltern  finden,  dass  ich  zu  jung  fuer  ihn  bin.  Sie 
sagen,  "du  kannst  ihn  nicht  sehen."  Ich  finde  das  nicht  fair! 


Jetzt  mache  ich  Schluss. 
Deine  Freundin, 
Deniz. 


Pit  ist  wieder  auf  der  Strasse,  da  kommt  Susi.  Pit  ist 
in  ihr  Auto  gestiegen.  Jetzt  ist  es  Pit  klar,  dass  er  in  Susi 
verliebt  ist,  dass  er  sehr  oberflaechig  war,  und  dass  Caro 
ein  Snob  war.  Er  war  sehr  dankbar,  weil  sie  ihm  immer  half 
und  eine  gute  Freundin  war.  Auch  sie  liebte  ihn,  obwohl  er 
ein  Duemmling  war. 

Sie  heirateten  .  Am  Anfang  hatten  sie  nicht  viel 
Geld,  aber  Pit  hatte  von  seinen  Fehlem  gelemt.  Als  sie  in 
ihre  neue  Wohnung  einzogen,  hatte  er  eine  Arbeitsstelle  in 
einer  Bar  gefunden.  Susi  war  nicht  sehr  gluecklich 
dameber,  aber  am  Ende  einigten  sie  sich.  Es  war  aber  nur 
vorruebergehend.  Sie  achteten  sehr  auf  ihr  Geld  und 
sparten  viel  von  dem,  was  Pit  verdiente.  Susi  war  eine 
Hausfrau,  weil  sie  keine  Arbeit  fand  und  sie  mit  ihren 
sieben  Kindem  zu  Hause  bleiben  musste.  Ihr  Leben  war 
nicht  sehr  luxurioes,  denn  sie  hatte  Angst  das  Geld 
auszugeben. 

Sie  waren  sehr  reich  zehn  Jahre  spaeter.  Mit  all  dem 
Geld  das  sie  sparten,  gingen  Pit  und  Susis  Traeume  in 
Erfuellung.  Ihr  Traum  war  eine  Reise  nach  Hawai  an  den 
den  Strand  und  in  die  Sonne  fuer  drei  Monate.  Sie  wollten 
mit  den  Kindem  in  einem  Luxus-Hotel  bleiben.  Aber 
ungluecklicherweise,  stuerzte  das  Flugzeug  auf  dem  Weg 
nach  Hawai  ab.  Pit,  Susi  und  alle  sieben  Kinder  waren  tot. 

Was  kann  ich  sagen,:-  nicht  alle  Traeume  koennen 
verwirklicht  werden.  Man  muss  sich  am  alltaeglichen 
Leben  erfreuen.  Wir  wissen  nicht  was  in  der  Zukunft 
passieren  kann . 


Le  printemps 

par  Marlene  Ayas  et  Sissi  Seguret 
Grade  5 

L'Printemps,  L'Printemps 
C’est  amusant. 

Ou  les  enfants 
Chantent  en  courant. 

Ils  donnent  des  bises 
en  faisant  des  betises. 

Les  fleurs  se  reveillent 
avec  le  soleil. 

Et  les  comeilles  chantent 
avec  les  abeilles. 

Ensuite  les  p'tits 
font  des  Conneries. 

A  Paques  le  Chocolat 
fait  la  loi. 

L'Printemps,  L'Printemps 
C'est  amusant! 
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There  Was  a  Place 

Janice  Yip 
Grade  5 

There  was  a  place  where  horses  ran  free, 
flowers  would  blossom  this  time  of  the  year. 

Sunshine  would  spread  all  over  the  valleys, 
tears  of  water,  rain  that  came. 

Peace  and  friendship  throughout  this  place, 
trees  and  rivers,  lakes  and  gulfs. 

Grass  of  the  green  and  shiny  too, 
the  water  is  as  clear  as  clean. 

This  place  was  once  healthy  and  beautiful, 
as  all  these  years  have  gone  by  now. 

Now  that  this  place  is  all  destroyed, 
the  beauty  of  valley,  is  no  longer  seen. 

The  trees  were  chopped,  cut  and  gone, 
the  rivers  and  lakes,  gulfs  have  turn  brown. 

The  flowers  that  blossom  during  those  years,  dried  out 
and  died. 

The  horses  were  no  longer  seen. 

This  place  was  no  longer  belonging  to  nature, 
but  a  place  of  buildings. 

If  you  want  to  know  who's  done  this,  it  is  us  humans. 
There  are  places  more  like  this,  it  is  us  humans. 

There  are  places  more  like  this,  if  you  want  nature  clear. 


Take  care  of  the  earth. 


Through  the  eyes  of  a  child 

by  Lily  Vennor 
Grade  5 

Have  you  ever  felt  alone,  and  lost  in  your  dreams?  Sad, 
and  hated  because  you  were  different?  Have  you  ever  felt 
trapped  in  your  own  body?  You  feel  like  there's  nobody 
nowhere.  Through  the  dark  path  you  follow  in  your  mind  you 
turn  into  a  puff  of  cloud  floating  into  the  deep  blue  sky.  Alone 
in  a  mocking  bird's  nest  you  shall  chant  to  your  own  tunes.  Have 
you  ever  felt  cut  off  between  yourself  and  the  real  world?  This 
is  how  I  feel  everyday.  The  way  I  communicate  with  others  is  I 
write,  and  this  is  the  way  people  understand  me. 

My  life,  I  suppose  a  sad  one.  When  I  was  two  years  old  I 
was  abandoned  at  an  orphanage.  My  parents  could  not  handle 
me.  The  nuns  were  awfully  nice,  and  I  will  always  remember 
them  as  part  of  my  childhood. 

At  the  age  of  9  I  began  to  understand  more  about  the 
world,  and  myself.  I  would  often  wonder  why  people  would 
stare  from  my  deep  blue  eyes  down  to  my  toes  in  disgust  as  they 
passed  me. 

When  I  was  about  10  I  would  watch  The  Wizard  Of  Oz 
over  and  over  again  till  the  nuns  would  have  to  pull  me  away 
from  the  T.V.  to  get  me  to  sleep.  Then  when  I  was  12,  at  my  sister 
Tiffany's  wedding,  without  warning  I  started  to  sing  at  the  top 
of  my  lungs  Lions,  and  Tigers,  and  Bears.  [Which  was  a  verse 
from  The  Wizard  of  Oz.]  During  my  life  I  had  many  situations  of 
that  sort. 

At  church  on  Sundays  sometimes  the  Reverend  would 
say,  "A  gun  is  exceedingly  powerful  just  like  hate.  After  you 
shoot  you  will  regret  it  for  the  rest  of  your  life. "  I  always  thought 
the  Reverend  was  wise,  and  he  was.  I  know  the  feeling  of  being 
shot  with  hate,  and  I  always  will. 

I  did  some  research  and  my  grandmother  was  born  at  the 
beginning  of  World  War  Two.  She  was  not  Autistic,  but 
unfortunately  she  was  crippled,  and  Jewish,  therefore  she 
almost  died  at  a  death  camp,  if  she  hadn't  left  for  Canada  in  time. 

Autistic  children  everywhere  feel  like  this ,  and  I  hope  you 
understand  us  better  by  this  short  summary  of  my  life. 


Who  Says  Study  Girls  ® 
Only  Know  Science?  .1 
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Cmptp  expectations  ^SSS&Sr? 

Pp:  ^licta  ©iaj  tie  la  i£>erna  tie  la  jfueute*™^1 

pob)  bo  poii  expect  me  to  face  pou, 

Mjeu  3  knotu  otljers  niigfp  embrace  pou?  j 
Wl)en  tfjose  feelings  tljat  Uiere  before, 

Cannot  be  anymore. 

poto  bo  pou  expect  me  to  look  into  pour  epes7| 

Wl)tn  3  feel  tlje  oceans  breaking  into  mine? 
l^ljen  Ijelpless  3  fall  strouglp  to  pour  brill, 

&tib  a  bagger,  in  mp  Ijeart,  starts  to  brill. 

poto  bo  pou  expect  me  to  retain 
tEJje  auxietp  brijiclj  is  stronger  tljan  tlje  seben  brinks  inbale?  | 
tEo  stop  tlje  bloob  from  mp  beius, 

<Bv  to  break  tljrouglj  frozen  rains. 

pob)  bo  pou  expect  me  to  forget, 
dje  touclj  tljat  once  gabe  life 
tEo  a  uebiboru  lobe? 

^>ometljmg  ueber  experieuceb  before,  jj?' 

Purieb  in  pour  expectations, 

3  ftub  no  resale  for  nip  boat 
Mjiclj  sinks  into  tlje  boater 
Wit\)  no  Ijelp  for  tlje  treasure  aboarb. 


\ 
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DUE  TO  THE  CURRENT 
FINANCIAL  RESTRAINTS , 
THE  LIGHT  AT  THE  END  OF 
THE  TUNNEL  WILL  BE 
TURNED  OFF  UNT 
FURTHER  NOTICE 


2nd 


Laura  Diaz  de  la  Serna  de  la  Fuente 


Sixth  Form  Prizes: 

Head  Girl . Freya  Mackenzie 

Sub-Head . Rena  Chung 

Vale  Prize . . . Sarah  Ternoway 

Academic  Promise . Jameela  Jeeroburkhan 

Creativity  Prize . Freya  Mackenzie 

Schweitzer  Mathematics  and  Science  Prize . Olivia  Li 

Baugniet  Language  Prize . Sarah  Ternoway 

Drama  Prize . Myriam  Fredette  and  Karen  Barnes 

Yearbook  Prize . Rena  Chung,  Ani  Gurunlian,  and 

Olivia  Li 

Debate  Cup . Karen  Barnes  and  Christie  Pacher 

YMCA  Volunteer  Community  Service  Award.... 

Ani  Gurunlian 


SOGA  Citizenship  Prize . Rena  Chung 

Sports  Captain . Terrie  Schauer 


Merit  Aivards: 

Grade  4 . Alana  Dligacz 

Grade  5 . Emilie  Nuyens 

Grade  6 . Claudia  Gorenko 

Secondary  I . Ildiko  Tokes 

Secondary  II . Rosemarie  Monge 

Secondary  III . Allison  Cobrin  and 

Malika  Oberoi 

Secondary  IV . Amira  El-Messidi  and 

Sarah  Shennib 


House  Awards: 

Soutar  Senior  Sports  Trophy . Mu  Gamma 

House  Spirit  Cup . Mu  Gamma  and  Beta  Lambda 

House  Athletics  Cup . Mu  Gamma 

House  Point  Cup . Mu  Gamma 

Middle  School  Sports  Day  Plaque . Kappa  Rho 

The  Study  Board  of  Governors  Secondary  School  Entrance 

Scholarship  for  the  year  1994-1995 . Isabel  Chan 

Xing  Zeng 


Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 

1st . 

2nd . 

Junior  (Grades  4,  5  &  6) 

1st . 

2nd . 


. Talia  Brott 

. Rebecca  Lovell 

Stephanie  Carson 
. Isabelle  Faure 


Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition: 
Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 

1st . 

2nd . 

Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 

1st . 

2nd . 

Junior  (Grades  4,  5  &  6) 

1st . 

2nd . 


. Rena  Chung 

.Sarah  Ternoway 

...Nadine  Ellman 
..Jessica  Forsythe 

Lauren  Goldman 
Pinar  Buyukkurt 


Public  Speaking: 
Senior  (Sec.  IV  &  V) 


1st . Nana  Kyei-  Aboagye 

2nd . Myriam  Fredette 

Secondary  III 

Winner . Malika  Oberoi 

Secondary  I  &  II 

1st . Cristina  Remond 

2nd . Joanna  Mok 


Concours  d'art  Oratoire  (Sec.  11  &  III): 

Frangais  langue  seconde 

ler  prix . Malika  Oberoi 

2eme  prix . Samantha  Hofman 

3eme  prix . Heather  Ternoway 

Frangais  langue  maternelle 

ler  prix . Giulia  El-Dardiry 

2eme  prix . Nadine  Ellman 


Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting: 

Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 

1st . Katie  Kostiuk 

2nd . Sarah  Shennib 

Intermediate  (Sec.  I  &  II) 

1st . Kimry  Gravenor 

2nd . Martha  Brown 

Junior  (Grades  4,  5  &  6) 

1st . Melinda  Heijl 

2nd . Diana  Sinclair 

3rd . Katie  Regan 

Verse  Speaking: 

Senior  (Sec.  Ill,  IV  &  V) 

1st . Myriam  Fredette 


Concours  de  Composition  francais  (Sec.  IV &V) 


ler  prix . Sarah  Ternoway 

2emeprix . Jameela  Jeeroburkhan 

3eme  prix . Amira  El-  Messidi 

Derev  Antikacioglu 


The  Daimler-Benz  Award  o  f  Excellence: 

Sarah  Shennib 

The  Cristy  French  Czerivinski  Secondary  IV  Prize  For 

Science * . Nana  Kyei-Aboagye 

*This  prize,  awarded  for  the  first  time  this  year,  was  established 
in  memory  of  C.  F.  Czerwinski,  who  graduated  from  The  Study 
in  1966.  Her  elder  daughter,  Carrie,  belongs  to  the  class  of  1996, 
and  the  younger,  Pam,  attended  The  Study  through  grade  6. 


91 


Vestshell  Inc. 


MANUFACTURERS 
OF  FERROUS 


10378  PELLETIER  AVENUE 
MONTREAL,  QUEBEC 
H1H  3R3 


INVESTMENT  CASTINGS 


PHONE:  (514)  326-1280 

FAX:  (514)  326-6140 


"Congratulations  to  the  Graduating  Class  " 


To  our  eldest  daughter  Erica, 

In  celebrating  your  best  school 
year  ever,  we  take  pride  in  your 
hard  work  and  great  efforts,  along 
with  the  Study's  wonderful  Grade  3 
teaching  staff. 

We  love  you; 

Mom,  Dad,  &  Alexandra  Leibner 


LA  CORPORATION  OF  CONSTRUCTION 

TRIDOME 


Man's  mind  once  stretched  by  a  new  idea, 
never  regains  its  original  dimension. 

-Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 


GRAVENOR  BECK 

Advocates 


Robert  W.  Heckler  3901 ,  rue  Jean-Talon  ouest 

PRESIDENT  suite  201 

Montreal,  Quebec 
H3R  2G4 
Fax  738-4009 
Tel  738-2002 
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QUAD  CITY  PORT  SERVICES,  INC. 

International  Freight  Forwarders 


840  Blvd.  Des  Prairies, 
Brossard,  Quebec, 

J4X  1 E8  Canada 

Tel:  (514)  444.1397  Fax  (514)  444.3326 

Servicing  YMX  &  YUL  Airports  and 
the  Port  of  Montreal,  year-round  gateway  to 
North  America,  for  imports  and  exports. 

USA  clients  call  toll-free  1 .800.667.1397 

Elite,  Professional,  Personalized  service 
-  Ocean,  Air,  Intermodal 

CHAMBSt  01  COM‘.'t«Cl 
Du  qucbec 

Bringing  the  World 
to  your  Door 


c-;"2 


CONGRATULATIONS 

GRADUATES! 


MARC  and  NANCY 
GOLD 

AND 

FAMILY 


Folklore  I 


4879  Sherbrooke  St.  W 
Montreal.  Quebec.  H3Z  1G9 
(514)  486-8852 


arts  folkloriques 
handcrafts  and  folk  art 


MOUNIR  BOUTROS 

PHARMACIEN  PHARM  AC  I  ST 

5008  rue  Sherbrooke  O. 
Westmount,  Que,  H3Z  1H4 

486-7373 
THE  FRIENDLV 
DRUG  STORE 
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Tel:  (514)935-2993 
Fax:  (514)  935-5792 


1346  Greene  Ave. 
Westmount,  Que. 
H3Z  2B1 


Tony  &  Kathie  Fargnoli 
Shopkeepers 


Grandeurs  -  Sizes 
Homines  -  Men  6-15 
Dames  -  Ladies  4-13 

Souliers  pour  enfants  de 
toutes  grandeurs 


Chaussures  de  qualite' 
pour  toute  la  famille 

Fine  Quality  Footwear 
for  the  entire  Family 


Children  Shoes  of 
all  Sizes 


©  CANADA  LIFE 

Jolaine  Drury,  MBA  CLU 

Agent  in  Insurance  of  Persons 

F i none i a  I  PI anner 

14  Place  du  Commerce 
Suite  40 

Nuns'  Island  (Quebec) 

H3E  1T5 

Bus:  (514)  766-8889 
Fax:  (514)  766-0175 
Car:  (514)  983-7664 


L_ 


Provides  a  range  of  services  in  the  field  of: 

•  Life  Insurance 

•  Disability  Insurance 

•  RRSP  /  Retirement  Planning 

•  RRIF's  &  Annuities 

•  Investment  Funds 

•  Estate  Planning 

•  Group  Insurance  & 

Employee  Counselling 

Please  feel  free  to  contract  Jolaine 
for  an  appointent  to  discuss  your 
interest  in  any  of  these  subjects. 
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Ole  Hums 

K - HAMBURGERS - J 

Congratulations  to  each  and 
every  Study  girl.  Have  a  happy 
and  safe  summer. 

The  Potenza  Family 


Love,  Congratulations 

and 

Best  Wishes 
to  Sarah 

and  the  Class  of  '94 

May  the  force  always 
be  with  you! 

Ron,  Sandy,  Heather  and 

Cherie 


Congratulations  to  all  the  students,  parents, 
staff  and  friends  of  The  Study  for  the  fabulous 
building  addition.  No  longer  are  you  building  on 
tradition  but  you  are  also  building  for  today, 
tomorrow,  and  the  future  of  women  in  Montreal. 

A  Friend 

(Long  live  Single-Sex  Education) 
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